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OR THE 


burt of Auguſius Caſar. 


A 


RAGEDY. 


it is Acted at the TuEATRE- ROYAL 
by His Majeſty's Servants. 


By NAT HANIEL LEE. 
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Duibus hat ſunt qualiacungue, 
Arridere velim, doliturus, i plateant ſpe 
Deterius noſtra. Hor, Sat. 10. 


LOND ON. 


a for W. FeaL'ss, over-againſt St. Clement's 
ch in the Strand, and the reſt of the Propꝛie · 
Moccxxxiv. 


To Her GR Ack, the 


cheſs of Portſ1 mouth. 


Madam , 


ERF is nothing more difficult, even 
do the Valiant or the Witty, than mak- 
a: ing Approaches to the Fair: Nay, I am 
[ confident, the moſt renowned Conque- 
ror, even Alexander himſelf, if he now 
, would rather ſtand expos'd alone to the Ja- 
Ins of an enrag'd Multitude, than make his 
dreſs to a Beauty ſo powerfully arm'd as Your 
ice. The moſt lofty Wit, that ever conſtant 
els, and popular Applauſe made confident, 
d tremble to ſpeak before You. Judge then, 
unfit I am, blaſted in my Hopes, and preſs'd 
m Growth, by a moſt ſevere, if not unjuft 
tune. *Tis greatly done, to raiſe the Depreſs'd, 
h makes me apply my ſelf to Your Grace, 
„ as You are the brighteſt, are likewiſe the 
leſt Object in the World. You enliven, like 
dun, with univerſal Influence; which induces 
to hope, that a Beam from Your Grace may 


The Humnbleſt of 


Tour Servants, 
NAr. LER 


A 2 PR O. 


PROLOGUVU EBþ 
c 

Spoken by Mrs. Roche. We 
F H: whoſe Attempt is ſbern this Night to p 


Bebrid me entring, and my Arm did ſeize, 
Cry, Madam, ft ay, ftay but one Minute mm 
But I your Servant left him at the Door. | 


How dear, and yet how dreadful is the Night, Ie! 
Wat makes a Poet, or undoes him quite ? 0 
Huch is the Night, when a kind-hearted Maid II 5 
Becomes a Sacrifice to Bridal. bed; ft . 
She fears to give what yet ſhe wiſhes paſt, Id I 
Cries fy no, and drives it to the laſt. Wt 7 
Tf to be brought oth Stage ſo much can fright, fir ö 
What Devil makes you all ſo mad to write ? de. 
But hold, let me confider df, 
Wit, which was formerly but Recreation, Wh we 
Js now become the Buſineſs of the Nation; ' 
Prtitites write Lampoons, your Fuſtites yt 1 
Have Quirt, for Courtiers late Debaucheries, w # 
And Conftables with Quibbles break the Peace. Une, 
Tur formal Citizen turns Man of Sen ſe, ve B 
And has to Ingenuity Pretence ; : Wt fr 


Treats Miſs in Box, which was but Punk with you, Wi th, 
Gripts her craz d Knee, and treads upon her Tee, 
And cries, F fact, my Dear, this Play will 4s; 
With Beard preciſe his Verdi does prondunte, 
Who by Predeſtination is a Dunce. 

All mill be cexſuring a Man that writes, 

And praiſe or damn him like a Man that fights. 
With Boldneſs therefore both ſhould be inſpir'd, 
The Stout and Witty ſhould alike be fir'd. 
Poets, like Men of Courage, that begin, 
Should fill puſh forward, when they're enter'd in; Wi 
Till certain of Applauſe they write with Eqſe, 4 
Anm with juſt Fortes are reſolv'd to pleaſe. 
The little Wits will then, of courſe obey, 
And brizkly ſwear the faſhionable way 

Tb all that thoſe inſipidity thn ſay. 

$9 4 young ſpar: /et Buy 


EPILOGUE. 
ih Famine pinched, and much given te think, 

4 thirfts for Fame, but 1 much more for Dritt. 
es to periſh, or inbante his Name, 

T4 gives not ver till he proves Cack o Game 

Nen he who lately ſeem'd like Winter bare, 

mes forth like Summer cloſely clad and clear; 

þ drives the Squires with Breath of Pantalgons, 

the leaſt Word he ſpeaks is Blood and Mundt. 


422 


rei 


Ferro Gus, ſpoken by My. Haynes 
vo UR Servants, Gentlemen : 'Tis a lung Time 


Since I had t# Honour to converſe with you in Rhime. 
vw told me at Potber Houſe y'ad left us quite, + 


I wat going te bang myſelf" out-right, 

fer the Hopes of pleafing you to Nigbt: 

fir what's infipid Life to them or me, 

bent the Favour of your Company? 

ud faith Tu very glad to ſee you bere, 

$u well you can at a'new Play appear: 

% Winter you for ſaking all the Old, 

Wt up one while of a damm d pocky Cold: 

w fer came here, but who, the Lord can tell. 
Vaere ſorunk up like Snails within their Shell 3 
Wee Brandenburgh bad ſo diſguis'd each one, 

Wt from your Coachman you could ſcarte be known ;* 
then you droop'd as if half-drawn'd you came, 
% from North-Holland, or from A 3 


e had been at Church, where 'tis Devation. 

itt Ladies too, neglefing every Grace, 

1d up in Nightelothes, came with Lace to Face, 

wm Tow'r upon the Forehead all turn'd back, 

i fuck with Pins, like th' Man th Almanacke 

e Miſſes, thoſe Delights of Human- kind, 

lv longer in their dear Sideboxes Hin d. 

ut each to CHamber- practice did retire, 

Pith Ale and Apples, and a Sea coal Fire > 

w this Misfortune we by yours have found, 

r Cold flill ficks by us, tho you are found. 

„ dirs, what makes it now ſo hard, I pray, 
bet you here but juſt at a New Play? 


4 3 | Nr 


A coug hd (Heav'n ſave you !) with as grave 4 Motions. | 
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6 EPILOGUE., 
We'oe play'd, toblige you, all that's in our Poems 
We've play'd and play d our ſelves &en out of Door; i 
And yet we cannot. find one way to pin ye, . 
You're grown ſo nice, I think the Devils in ye. 
But hold, there's one way yet to get your Praiſe, 
ILAltreating you your Appetites may raiſe ; 
Lampoons and Libels we for Plays muſt write, 
Criticks, like Lovers, palPd with their Delight, 
Always efteem thoſe Kiſſes beſt that bite. 

Well, deal with you, Gallants, in your own Way, 
And treat you like thoſe Punks that love for pay; 
Cartwright and I, dreſt like two thund'ring Whoret, 
With Roads will ſtand behind the Playhoufe Doors, 
And firk ye up each Day to Pleaſures duly, 

As Jenny Cromwell des, or Betty Buly. 


—_—Y 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Auguſtus Cæſar. Mr. Mo hun. 
Cæſario. Mr. Hart. 
Marcellus. Mr. Kynafton. 
Tiberius. Mr. Lydall. 51 
Agrippa. | Mr. Cartwright. Þ;, h 
Mecznas, Mr. Griffin. 
Ovid. Mr. Carte. 
Leander, Mr. P owel. 
Araſpes. Mr. Harris. 

< W O M E N. 
Gloriana. Mrs. Marſpalk-- 
Julia. Mrs. James. 
Narciſſa. Mrs. Corbet. 


SCENE, Palace of Auguſtus Cal * 


SCENE l. 


"is 2h 


lnguet. Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas; Ovid 
fulroing with Muſick, and fings while vhe Emperor ſas. 


unc belly. 
SONG. 


RIG Z 7 Bynes no longer aſurp your high Mind. 

Ws But to Dalliance give way, and to Pleaſures - 
N A > be kind; | | 
2 ..: Buſineſs to-morrow, to-morrow imploy, 
B 10-day the foort Bleſſing let's cloſely 

1 9 Ka eaN oy: | R 
Let's Fralich below, till they bear us above; 
ICzfar we'll ing, te Cæſar and Jove. 


n Buſineſs we'll ramble, like Bridegrooms unbrat'd, 
w ſurfeit on Pleaſures which others but taſte : 

Pl laugh till we weep on the Breaſ? of the Fair, 

W the Tears that we ſhed fball the Treſpaſs repair. 
l vow that below we but aft thoſe above, 

bo never repent, yet are always in love. 


Ou. Vaſt are the Glories, Cæſar, thou haſt won; 
Io make whoſe Triumphs up, the World's undone :. 
le Indians from the Eaſtern Parts remote, 
Tothee the Treaſure of their Shrines devote : 
Whole Tres of Coral, which they div'd for low, D 
Mt in the Walks of Neptune's Palace grow, + 
| ith Triton; trumpeting on ev'ry Bough; ' 
9a 4 Pearls 


8 Gloriana ; of the 
Pearls which the Morning Eyes of Thetis pay, 
When her cool'd Lover bolts thro! Waves away z 
And Diamonds that the Sun each Morning ſhe 
Diving his Chariot o'er their footy Heads. 
Ie The Siythians from their Northern Climate & 


| loya 


. 8 
lim 


Dd, 
And in their Waggon-houfes penſive roam; asi. 
For thee they ſeek: Tis at thy Name they ſhake, Spi 
And far off proſtrate Adorstions make. Inne lu 
They who the great Pellæus Viſtor's Am hr. 
Repell'd, ſeem Thunder-ſtruck at thy Alarms. 


in 
Apr. The PartHans dreading Ce/ar, Peace proclaim, ry 
Whoſe haughty Minds no force could ever tame, Horte 


Who the renown'd Mark Antbony o'ercame. thr yo! 
And Craſſus, who like ſome large Oak had ſtood | as 
The Bruſh of warring Winds and Show'rs of Blood, Ys wi 
His Army round him like an under-wood, 
Theſe martial Rangers Root and Branches tere, ice c 


And on their Creſts his triekling Heart ſtrings wore: "Juing 

Ov. The World ſhou'd ftretah to hold an Emperor, I the 
So tall in Vertue, and ſo wide in Pow't. | Me. 
Where'er on Nature's peaceful Face he treads, I wit 
Her foremoſt Rank of Sons ſubmit their Heads; '-- ke 
With Smiles they all his God-like walkings greet," | | 196 
While Crowns and Scepters play about his Feet. fur. 

Aug. Ceaſe this unwelcome Noiſe ; I ſay, give o- il: 
Ye muſt not ſpeak, fince I can hear no more? ++ ue it 


Take Wing like Angels, fly to Heav'n's Abodes, e Ca 
Tho' ye have Tongues might charm the Ears of God al; 
They pleaſe not me, for I am Diſcord all, ſho fr 
Broke by my own that triumph in my Fall. hin 
Barns and Out-houſes, or ſome rotten Hold, te dc 


Pleaſe the dark Birds better than Rooms of Gold. 
Why tell ye me of circumveſted Pride, 
Of Mare? | Fame, and thouſand Cares beſide ? 
Give me but one or two ſoft happy Hours, 
And all the Greatneſſes of State be yours. 
Mec. What lifted Troubles your high Thoughts mole 
And ſhake the Frame of your Majeſtick Breaſt ? - ano 
Ov. If ſome portentous Darkneſs at Noon-day, II. 
Should o'er the Heav'n deep dreadful Blacks diſplay, em 
Without Offence to Altars we might come, Per! 
Ty knaw the Cauſe of ſuch a horrid Gloom. s M 


EL 
t be 


* 
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Court of Auguſtus 'Cxfar: #@&g 
loyal Kindne6 urges our Deſire ; | 1 
Ce/ar, leſt we ſin whilſt we engu ire. 

e. So huge and dark your Sorrow's Chaos grawsz. 
imm'ring Streak of Joy can interpoſe. Ha 
Vour mighty Care no Interval allows; 
Muſings, Starts, and ſad contracted Brows: 
Spirit, like o'd Night, eber Day was made, 

Ine ſubſtantial Darkneſs, ſolid Shade. 

Jr. Lait Night, as at your Feet I waking lay, 

| ing the golden Taper's watchful Ray, 
Mm ard your Deeds, with Horrour wrapp'd, -yunfeld' 
?k cred Things, and never to be told. 
you arm'd from your toſs'd Bed-ariſe, * 


alas Tove call'd by a Virgin's Cries, 

$ with his Thunder to the curtain'd Skies: 
our you cry'd, then ſtalk'd about the Room, 
ce call'd, Scribonia, curſe upon thy Womb; 
wing the Air, you made three empty Blows, 
oi u then lay down, ſeeking with Groans Repoſe. 

Mi. E'en now ſtrong Sighs your royal Fabrick tears 
with their violent Courſe torment the Air; 
rom your Eyes conflicting Sorrows paſs, 
Jed in vain the ſtruggling Tears ſuppreſs. 
fig. Oh my lov'd Friends ! *cis a harſh Truth; but ſtays, 
eil not out till Tears have ſmooth'd its way: 
eit in one curs'd Word; my Action's Stain, 
e Canker of my Laurele, Valour's Bane, 
LY nf great Evil, Julia be the Name, 
from the Womb of curs'd Srribonia came: 
uhing in War I got the wanton Brood, 
te Scum of boiling Youth, Froth of my Blopd.' 
4;r. Some buſy Perſon with officious Tongue 
lend gee! on; 
W offer'd to thre Imperial Prince(s wrong. 
tur Choice, Marcellus, aw oh ſhe approves, - 
i whom you have adopted, highly loves: 
it being boundleſs born, and mark'd for Sway; - 
mot by Paſſion check'd nice Rules obey. 
lle. Vainly her Thoughts they gueſs by outward Form; 
e may be calm within, without a Storm: 
Fer Heart from common view remov'd, lies deep,” 
Mines of Gold in Nature's Boſom ſleep, -: 
A: 55 447: 


le 


'S. 


nl 


16 - Gloriana ; or the 


Aug. Rightly her Vertue by a Mine you lay, Þ fig 
Where ev'ry luſty Slave may hew his way, oy f 
I know from thoſe that would not forge, ſhe is r'! 
Looſe, vain, a Mocker of our Deities. = tal 
Now by. yon Heav'n ſhe has my Fury rais'd, Iovo 
And he's my Foe by whom ſhe dares be prais'd. When 
A Mine ! of what? She is all counterfeit, i let nc 
I've weigh'd her in the Balance, found her light; fol 
But from my Heart the glitt'ring Droſs Il tear, 2 
Like Glaſs to Duſt I'll pound the brittle Fair, Int 
Then blow her to her Element the Air. I Think 

Enter Jalia attended. a 

al. That Roof's too low, and all the Figures old, Id on 

TIF have it new wought up in fretted Gold; Au 
Nor ſhall thoſe Dorick Pillars long remain, Tu 
But the vaſt Ceiling ſhall it ſelf ſuſtain. 41 


Aug. Not Venus in the proudeſt Robes ſhe wears, 
With thouſand Crowns, and Trains of dragging Stay, path 
Thoughts ſo high flown e'er knew, or e'er cou'd ſu hut i 
Expanded Pride like this ambitious Wretch. 4 

Jul. Czfar to Fove may claim the ſecond Place, I g,, : 
But I with Juno will have equal Grace, 


And, when ſhe dares, match for the better Face, Did r 
Henceforth I'll have all firſt unmix'd, entire, ToD 
My Meats prepar'd with elemental Fire. Che |; 
Thy Palace walks with common Feet are worn, Brut 
Raiſe flying Gardens on vaſt Columns born, And 
So near to Heav'n, that ſcerning Tyber's Ware, bes 
In cryſtal Buckets we the Clouds may lave, And 
To waſh the pendant Soil; ſo ſtrange to view, A, 


It ſhall Semiramis fam'd Groves out. do. ; 
Aug. Be Judges both, and then my Wrath forgive! 4 


Juſt Livia ! but tis paſt, ſhe ſhall not live. My 

Jul. Methinks already I am walking there, To l 
Tread the iag'd Banks, and breathe the vernal Air, I wh. 
And purp!e-Cluſters round my Temple ſhine, . | Tur 
And flow'ry mantling Amarant divine, And 
And Senſe grows wanton as the luſty Vine. To 1 
Now cloy d methinks with the mellifluous Grove, Þ 7, : 


From ſunny Meads to cool Receſs I move, 
Wutk tall young Men that make immortal Love. /Whi 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. rr 
fag. Since tis well known how kind you are to Senſe, 
by ſhould you talk of a Removal hence ? 


 Meav'n's Feaſts too thin for our quaint Palates are, 


Fe talk of Nectar, but how comes it there? [Scornfully:; 
Povoking Banquets, rich Ambroſial Meat, 
en Clouds they drink indeed, and Air they eat? 
let not your Fancy from its Sphere be driv'n, 
fou'll never like the lender Fare of Heav'n. 
Jul. Miſtake me not, *tis for Variety 
it I EA/um's Argent Fields would ſee ; 
Flhink you that from your Throne I would remove, 
To be the gaudieſt ſtarry Queen above ? 
Twas not my purpoſe, Sir, to tarry there, 
Id only go to Heav'n, to take the Air. 
Aug. Come, thou'rt not fit to live, 
Jul. Dread Father, Why? 
Aug. Thou art all III. | 
Jul. Then I'm not fit to die. 


77 
n besth will the Hopes of Vertue's Growth prevent, 
Mt if you grant me Life, I may repent. 


Aug. J here pronounce her Stranger to my Blood, 
F ſtay not Revenge, that muſt not be withſtood. 
| [Agrippa and Mecznas Hold him. 
Did not Virginius his own Daughter call 
Io Death, and did ſhe not the Voice extol? 7 
the kiſs'd his Feet, and bliſs'd him in her Fall. , 
Brutus his Sons gave up to angry Pow'r, 


And with ſtern Viſage ſaid, They are no more. 
'F Theſe were juſt Victims to the Shrines of Fame, 


And got their Authors an eternal Name. 
Agr. Great Princeſs kneel, and his ſwoln Rage atone. - 
Jul. To ask him pardon were a Crime to own. 

Aug. No, in her Obſtinacy let her ſink, 

My Curſe purſue to the infernal Brink 

To Hell, to Hell I'll drive thy ſpotted Soul, 

Where in eternal Tortures ſhe ſhall roll, 

Turn round, and ſhriek with Pain in livid Fires; 

And when for Eaſe the weary Wretch aſpires 

To thoſe brixht Thrones which ſhe did once blaſphemez- 

To a new Hell Heav'n ſhall the Fiend condemn. 

From Beds of Flames where thou did& lie and roar, . 

Whiclwinds ſhall - bear thee hot all reeking o'er, 


An d- 


12 Sloriana; or, ths 
And ſweating Drops of Blood, and round thee hlom. 


Then plunge thee in th' Abyſs of Ice and Snow. 
Jul. All that is Earth of me-is in-your Hand, 


But, Sir, my Spirit's not at your command, et De 
L have a Soul, that, when my Body dies, Inu) 
Shall mix with the immortal Deities. - Þike 
Nor can-the awful Puff of Cæſar's Name Oh 75 
Blow out this-Spark. of. the etherial Flame : | OY 
Spite of the Clouds your Fury's Tempeſt wears, uch I 
Ill up and ſcorn yeur Anger from the Stars. Hu di 
Aug. She's all o'er Woman——AbRtra&t of her kink} 7! 
And all the Sex is crouded in.one Mind ; dug 
Her very Thoughts lut m 
Are Women in the Bud, tho' yet unblown, | 
But all her Words are pregnant Woman grown. Arr 
Jul. Why was | deſtin'd ta be born above, nd a 
By Midwife Honour to the Light conyey'd, Who | 
Fame's Darling, the bright Infant of high Love, Ide 
Crown'd, and in Empite's golden Cradle laid; Me, 
Rock d by the Hand of Empreſſes, that yield JPlarg 
Their Scepters form'd to Rattles for my Hand, Jof Bi 
Born to the Wealth of the green floating Field. Ino 
And the rich Duſt of all the yellow Land ? 1 
And why did Fate ſo vaſt a Dowry give, And 1 
As renders me a Conſort fit for Fove Ag: 
Unleſs ſhe meant that I ſhould looſely live; firſt | 
And free from Cares below, as Gods above? Au 
Aug. Quench, quench, y* immortal Powers, theleFCeſa 
homebred Jars, | This 
Tho? all the Earth revolt, and wage freſh Wars: Joch 
Raiſe from the Dead Mark Anthony again, I bat e 
Once more let's try our Fortunes on the Main, if th 
To Egypt back let all the Spoils be brought, The 
And let em with freſh Blood, more Wounds be bought: Il g 
Lean Caſius, god like Brutus riſe, combine, M 
Nay with the Mempbian black Armado join; Ind 
Dip (ev'n your Heels) all o'er in S:ygian Lake, 4 
And more than Achillean Hardneſs take: M 
Hire all the Winds, immortal as you are, IF Athe 
Again to A#ium I your Ghoſts will dare, o« By | 
And into Atoms drive the gather'd Air. Wh 


Agr. Stop not the Torrent of his riſing Rage, 
Give it full courſe, and it will.ſoon aſſwage. 


. 


D Jupiter ! dread King of Heav'n and-Rome, 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 13 
fig. Thus Pyrrhys, whom no manly Force could 
Lt inglorious by a Woman fell. 


Ie Death, but no Diſhonour be my doom: 


nd, 


Inuit Fu/ia's Name no more may cleave my Head, 


vrike me for ever deaf, deaf as the Dead. 
0h Julia ! but for thee my Fame had paſt, 


Shew'd like a cryſtal Rock to Ages laſt ; 


uch Luſt of thine like an envenom'd Dart, 
fs drunk the Life-blood of thy. Father's Heart. 
Jul. That I am innocent- | 
dug. I know thou art; 
hat make no Words ont: Go, with Life . 


| Exit Julia, 
Ar. Your Wars in Spain a glorious Period have, 

And all applaud Marcellus as moſt brave, 

Who in his firſt Eſſay your Foes o'erthrew, 

kad could ſuch Wonders in his Non-age do. 


Mec. Equal to him the valiant, brave, unknown. 


F$Plargus, fo fam'd, raſh'd thro? alizHazards on; 
of Birth unknown, but of high 1 
Ino with Marcellus did the Triumph ſhare; 


lood in War, 


Marcellus,. who adopted Cæſar ſtands, 
And under you the conquer'd Earth commands. | 
Fr. Fame loudly ſpeaks the Deeds which he has done, 


Firſt ſhews-the Father, and then draws the Son. 


it 


Aug. E'vn he has guilty been, and as tis ſaid, 
Ceſario, whom we thought in Egypt dead, 
This brave Marcellus harboutr'd in his Tent; 
ch News was to my Empreſs Lipia ſent. 
Jut once more by my Father's Soul I ſwear, 
If that young King of Kings in Rome appear, 
The Partbian Empire ſhall not fave his Head, 


d: l give ten thouſand Talents for him dead. 


IF At 


I private Inſtruments his Hopes abate, 


J 
/4 


Mec. Diſpel thoſe Clouds that thicken. on your Brow, 
And I will ſpeak. 

Aug. Full Freedom we allow. 

Mec. Againſt Cæſario be not thus ſevere, 
leaſt not openly your Wrath declare; 


Which more agrees with your own Rules of * | 
| gr. 


T4 Eloriana; or, the 
Agr. Tis nois'd (for ſure ſuch Secrets cannot Neegj 
That you in private G/oriana keep, 1 

Th" illuſtrious Pompey's Daughter; I adviſe; 

That your white Age would Beauty's Gloſs deſpiſe: 
Let not the Nations blame your being old, 

Nor think of loving now your Blood is cold, 

Aug. Furies! and Hell! I am become their Sport: 
They flout me How! ye elder Slaves o'th' Coy 
Come feel my Arms, and learn to be more bold, 
Am [ not fit to love ? Ha! am Told? 
| Ye Apes of Fame, ye Sparks to my full day, 

Ye Gnats thatin my Ev'ning Glory play ; 

But with my Sword Il] puniſi your Offence, 
[ Lays his Hand on his Sum 

| And make ye know what ' tis t'affront a Prince. 

| Agr. Our Deaths are in your Hands, act as you pla 

| Mec. Your Frowns, not Death, our Souls wink tern 

| 


Aug. No, ye regard me not, not love, nor fear; 
Iknow'your Hearts you wiſh Cæſario here, 
Here —in my Throne, ungrateful as ye are, 

By me preferr'd in Peace, advanc'd in War. 

Agr. You are the belt of Kings. 

Aug. No, I'm the worſt, 

Stupid, moroſe, tyrannical, accurs'd. 

I, like old Saturn, muſt forego my Sphere, . 
You're for a mad young fiery Jupiter. 

Yet this remember in your Thund'rer's Reign, 
The golden Days ſhall never come again. [E-xeunt 


A T H. ENI I 
The Palace- Hall. 


Czſario, Araſpes, Leander. 


= Roſcrib'd ! 

Araſ. So Rumour ſpeads it. 
Ce/. Ha! 
Araſ. Tis true; 

tis Fears the old Proſcription n 

2 renew. 

Great is the Man, he ſaid, that brings him dead, 
I'll give ten thouſand Talents for his Head. 


Gloriana ; or, the 
dreadful Noiſe from Cz/ar's Fury broke, 
ad Guilt, like Wildfire, thrill'd him as he ſpoke. 
Lian. He thought you long ago in #gypt ſlain, 
it with late Tremblings heard you liv'd again; 
den tore his Hair, and mad with Choler, ſaid, . 
uus lives not, till Cæſario's dead. 
Ceſ. Then Cæſar's loſt, and ſhall in Chaos lie, 
ace tis not to be thought that I ſhould die, 
Samediate from the Loins of 7s/ius ſprung, . | 
ike Hercules from Fove, for ever young, C 
u Battles big as Mars, and full as ſtrong, | 
fraſ. Yet you're a-Man. 
Cæſ. Said you of me? "Twas poor: 
W Man! Araſpes, I was always more. 
ben me in Swadling-bands the Nurſes rock'd, 
Wy Soul was full with godlike Courage ſtock'd: 
e Sounds which firſt my wond'rous Voice did move, 
ere Father Julius, and my Grandſire Tove: 
Vn in my Childhood I was more than Man, 
Rars in my Nonage flew, and Stags out- ran. 
Lander, thou remembreſt, who art old, 
When yet nine Winters I had ſcarcely told, 
half. ſtarv'd Lion in our Chaſe I brav'd, 
d from his Jaws my panting Mother ſav'd. 
Lean. I ſaw him by your early Valour fall. 
Cæſ. Fall——by my Valour— ſaw him! Is that al? 
Ion ſpeak'ſt, Leander, as thou didſt repine; 
Thou ſhouldſt have ſaid, it was an Act divine: 
godlike Act! to ſee a ruddy Boy, 
With Milk on's Lips, the royal Beaſt deſtroy, 
With my gay Sword, brandiſh'd above my Creſt, 
Jeripread with Plumes, and with Queens Favours dreft, 
Leroſs'd the Savage, eager for his Prey, 
Who, daunted with my Aſpect, ſhunn'd the Fray: 
Dat I out-run him, tho? he got the Start, 
Pad Aleſh'd my little Rapier in his Heart. 
Py the dread Thunderer from whom I came, 
* hole Hand calt forked Bolts, and livid Flame, 
MH tumble headlong this Uſurper down, 
an from his Head tear the Imperial Crown. 
Araſ. Stay, Sun of Cefar; whither would you run ? 
Yr Kall end what your blind Wrath begun. : 
Es ron | For- 


| 
| 


Did not our Mother periſh. by his Arms, 


Vet, Eagle-like, I'll ſtrike my Quarry high, (die! 


16 Gloriana ; or, t 
Forgive me, if your Death I dare prevent; 
And force your Courage take another bent. 

Lean. Both you ſhall ſend to eyerlaſting Reſt, 
And ride to Ruin o'er this loyal Breaſt : 
For think not we can ſtay to ſee you die; 
We'll uſher you to Immortality. 
Let Wit contriye, and Leiſure give to Time, 


While we inſtruct you this wry hrone to climb. ge a 

Cæ ſ. Plots are the dark and back way to a Throne; h. 
Miſs but one Step, we roll with ruin down: y $! 
Then let's away to quell with open Strife e32 


This baſe Uſurper that proſcribes my Life. 
Lean. Perhaps the Rumour's falſe, your Rage ſubdg 
© reak it here on us for being true. BC 
Cæſ Was I for this in A/exandria fam'd | 
The King of Kings, and Heir o'th' World proclaim'd;.,Þ 
While Vaſlal Princes did about me croud, | 
And 4ja's Chiefs of my Commands grew proud? 


| pli 
dei 
le! 


That Source gf Love, and ever. flowing Charms; 
Great Cleopatra, who now drowns the Stars, 
And ſhews to Goddeſſes her glorious Scars? Ic 
Yet have I queſtion'd him for what was done? 18 
Lean. We know you ne'er moleſted what he won. 
Ce/. Nay, have I not of late his Foes @&'erthrqwg z 


His Standards fix'd i'th* Heart of ſtubborn Spain, b 
And bow'd her Neck to the old Yoke again? eng 
And dates he thus my Services , Draa ie m 
Stand back, IH kill him *midft of all his Guards; W my 
Tho! at the Altar, in the Capitol, | Lite a 
The purple Brute a Sacrifice ſhall fall. Tut you 

Marcellus meets bim. | Vn the 


Ne'er did I ſee that Scabbard empty made, nue 


But drunken Slaughter hung upon the Blade. 01, as 


wn | 
And from the Earth rebound him to the Sky. JE bo 

Mar. Name me the Man too laviſh of his Tongue, Pileys 
For Blows could ne'er the brave Cz/ario wrong: nd | | 
Name him aloud, but name me one that's great, C/ 
Back'd with ſuch Troops as never knew Defeat, AAG 


Cæſ. Blood ! my Marcellus, Blood ! the Great Gel It you 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 17 
if he "ſcape, let me no more be thought [Drai. 
Cef. Hold, bald, Mercier Heav'n ? had forgot 
ut my great Fqe is Father ta my Friend: * 
un, my Revenge: Thus all my Swellings end. 
1 eat ber his Seward. 
Myr. What means this Change ? 
Ce. Nuthing, Marcellus, now. 
we are the Sums L to your Friendſhip owe: 
e Wh Thoughts no more about Revenge debate, 
Slaves Auguſtus hires to work my Fate ; 
e all my Titles, Scepters, fills my Thrones, 
Id plunders me of all my Father's Crowns : 
lagi being kind to you, long may he live, 


44 


Tad 


While I learn Patience and my Wrongs forgive. 
Mir. How! my Powers of Rage disband ; 
Sword at Cæſars Name fallsfrom my Hand. 
my Cæ ſario, can you for my ſake _ 
Net the Sweets of juſt Revengs to take! 
you for me call back your ſally ing Soul, | 
hoſe Wrath not Cæſar's Guards could elſe controul ? 
Mis is a Point too ſubtle for Mankind 
Jud which no future Virtue &er ſhall find. 
LC, Believe, me Friend, believe me; for I ſwear 
| my high Father's Soul, *twere eaſter far 
Je the revolted Univerſe to win, 
lun but our Paſſions Conqueſt to begin. 
Perenge and Friendſhip in my Boſom claſh'd, 
ie mountain Billows, each the other daſh'd ; 
Pu my uncertain Soul each Tempeſt blinds, 
te a dark Veſſel driv'n by polar Winds: 
Mit you, like a propitious God, ariſe, 
the blue Ocean ſhine the azure Skies, 
ud now the beaten, Mind at Anchor lies. 
of Mer. Methinks J wiſh that I bad never knawn 
"ue like yours, {@ high that mine is nane: 
0, as ſome yaſt Hill touching Heav'n, appear; 
It your Feet, like a poor Valley, near: 
dun from your cloudy Top Refreſhings flow, 
lt dounteous Rills that water me below; 
Weys ; but Vapours can to Heav'n return, 
ind I with Sighs your falling Favours mourn. 
Ce/. Darling of Romans, Virwe's faireſt Child, 
«$4 whoſe bleſt Birth the kinder Planet ſmil'd ; At 
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18  Gloriana; or, be 
Truft me, thy Mother, when with Infant Charm: es 


The Matrons gave thee crying to her Arms, che 
Not lov'd thee more; my Soul thou haſt ſabdu'd, C/ 
And damn'd the Torrent of my rifing Blood. J cho 


Mar. Bow, ye bright Dwellers, bow all your Heye nc 
Impale his Brows with an immortal Crown; (denſe rat 
Tho' Julius, whoſe high Name in living Gold Their. 
Is in Fate's Book above the Sun enroll'd, Thur k 
With ſtarry Robes the World's great Heir enfold:-: ou 

For all Earth's Glories ke tranſcends as far, " Kd tw 
As Gods above their humble Victims are. E 
Ce/. Ev'n while thou flatt'reft me, thou lovely art, Þ Mar. 
By Heav'n, young Man, thou haſt thy Soldiers Hen there 
And while I hold thee to my faithful Breaft, ., Peak i 
Cæ ſar with Empire is not half ſo bleſt. Juli 

On thy Hearts Throbs ſo I triumphant ride, 1, 
Farewel Ovations, and the Victor's Pride; Itell 
No more ſhall big Ambition-bend my Brow, ch de 
Love. me but ever as thou lov'ſt me now. Mar. 
Enter Narciſſa. 


g 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 


In dang'rous Courts I much lament to find 
Thy Innocence which cannot ſafely paſs. 

Ce/. She is the brighteſt that my Eyes e'er ſaw ; 
And if ſoft Paſſion could my Fierceneſs move, 
That Spring Complexion wou'd my Wonder draw, 
Such unmix'd Sweets of Nature I ſhould love. 


Mar. With look untaught thou wilt too rude appt 1 
Expos'd to ev'ry haughty Princeſs' Scorn; El 
Back to thy Country Palaces repair, Nar 


And tempt not Courts for which thou art not born:. 
The great ones here will e make thee ſine, 
And to thy Virtue for Refreſhings run; 
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e Summers-days too hot our Beauties fhine, 
AM thee they'll follow like a Winter-Sun. 
be. Why, beauteous Virgin, doſt thou plant thy Eyes, 
I thou wouldſt drive me hence who ne'er cou'd run? 
in not us'd to Beauty's Batteries; 
oil rather than offend, I will be gone. 
,. No longer in my Arms, lov'd Siſter, ſtay, 
Dir kindefl Thanks to my Preſerver pay; 
Wthouſand Deaths he in my Cauſe has brav'd, 
N twice my Life in. our laſt Battle ſav'd. 
Eater Tiberius to Marcellus, they embrace. 
it; | Mir. Welcome, my gallant Friend — Thy Looks are 
nl there be ought wherewith thou art diſmay'd, ({:d-: 
Weak it, tho' at the News both ſhou'd expire; 
L Julia 
h. Twere convenient you'd retire ; 
tell you, dear Marcellus, as we go, 
ch decrets as no Heart but your's ſhou'd know. [ Exe. 
Nar. My Brother charg'd me—but what can I ſay, 
den you all Pow'r of Speech have ta'en away? 
„Heart beat thus, juſt thus, againſt my Side,. 
Fut cruel Day when my lov'd Turtle dy'd. 
Cæſ. A Heart like mine Love in the Walk ne'er found, 
ir Prettineſs, nor Majeſty can wound: 
fare the coldeſt Beauty ever felt, 
Price, but Cryſtal which no Sun can melt. 
Nar. O fatal Sight! have I with frequent Scorn 
Pat my Garden Gates great Princes mourn, 
Nl can I now ſubmit to one unknown? 
al this be true? Poor Heart! art thou o'erthrown-? 
Puquiſh'd at laſt! I'th' Name of Goodneſs fpeak, 
ut art that doſt my gentle quiet break ? 
Ceſ. A Soldier, Fair- one, bred to Blood, in Arms, 
Winter Camps, which mighty Action warms; 
now not Courts, unskill'd in the ſoft Trade 
which Addreſs is to high Beauty made: 
to yours can bow as lowly down, 
iltern Princes to the riſing Sun. 
Ver. Bow to my Beauty, to this rural Face! 
now no Charms, nor any practis'd Grace: 
ted far off by Cæſar's jealous Care, 
e bred in Court Perfumes, but Country Air: 


Me 


20 . Gloriana; or, the 


Me from his Daughter he divided young, 04, C 
And told me, Courts my Innocence wou'd wrong; Ne no 
But ſure my Eyes can nothing ſee in you, Met * 
To make me think what Cæſur ſaid was true. dere 
Enter Mecznas. fer Mo 

Mec. Madam, the Empreſs does your coming wat It Lo\ 
With half the Court attended at her Gate; id ſhe 
And gazing Eyes expect your Preſence there,  Bloo 


Mar. 


As if ſome Conſtellation would appear. | 
o pra 


Ce/. I' wait you to the Empreſs Tyrant Low 
Whom all the Charms of Nature cannot move. Er lech 

| Re-enter Marcellus and Tiberius. lad (er 
Mar. Since Love proves falſe, in vain does Val J. 
To Aſhes turn my Arms, my e'ery Spoil, (tail Ide h 
Burn all my Laurels in one Fun'ral Pile, { 
Alas, Tiberius, had another ſaid 
15 is falſe, her Honour has betray'd, 
could not have believ'd; but thou art true, l 
Wou'd thou wert not; wou'd all that Hell e'er knew ung 
Of darkeft Miſchiefs harbour'd in thy Mind, love's 


So by thy Fraud I might her Virtue find. _ 0! Flo 
Tib: While you abroad fought in Rome's Cauſe ſo wif Ovi. 
She to the loweſt, lewdeſt Courſes fell ; Mar. 
Her Palaces with late Debauches rung, 14h, 
Stript Eunuchs wanton Odes before her ſung: Jer gl 
On tall young Monarchs Shoulders lifted high, we cat 


She ated Triumphs, A was her cry, 
Her crown'd Supporters Jo did reply. 

Mar. Looſe Julia ! What ſtrong Philters did ur 
Auguſtus, from whoſe Loins thy Spirit ran! 

Tib. At Midnight dreſs'd like Fenus all divine, 
I faw her by the blaze of Diamonds ſhine, 
High on a Throne of Gold, with Godlike Port, 
Follow'd with Clamgur of the reeling Court. 
Thrice the the Doors of Faxys Temple burſt, 
And once Fore's Houſe, the Capitol ſhe forc'd, 
From his Gold Statue poliſh'd Thunder took, 
And at his Face the brandiſh'd Weapon ſhook ; 
In her left Hand the Silver Lightning claſk'd, | 
Which blindly hurl'd the ſacred Windews daſh'd. 

Mar. Love, I conjure thee, tho with mortal Sm 

Draw back thy Arrows that infet my Heart. 
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9, Of all the ſcepter'd Throng that did adore 
be none refas'd, but wiſh'd they had been more. 
That was in private ated we but think, 
Mere all her Maids are Mutes, and Eunuchs wink: 
Yer Monarch Dalltance was not prov'd, but gueſs'd, 
it Love to Wit did open all her Breaſt, 
Id he ſo foul a Knot with Ovid drew, 
k Blood can never looſe, nor Death undo. 
Mir. With Ovid! Dares his haughty Muſe aſpire 
Iſo praftiſe oh his Prince? I'll mount it higher, 
ach his rude Wit a Flight ſhe never had, 
Ind ſend her Poſt to the £/yfan Shade. 
. One ſolemn Night, when the Pale conſcious Moon 
Aae high and clear, at melancholly Noon 
Iroſe with Dreams abaſh'd of true Event, 
Ind to the Princeſs' Bower my muſings bent. 
0 the crown'd Arbours as I nearer drew, 
lethought I heard two Voices that I knew; 
ming the Leaves, I ſaw by lunar Light 
love's guilty Joys, a finful pleafing Sight ; 
Of Flow'rs and all the Sweets of Nature ſpread, 
b Ovid's Arms the ſmiling Princeſs laid. 
Mar. What mortal Patience can the News abide! } 
ſib. Pow'r circling Wit, and Pleaſures preſſing Pride, P 
fer glo\ing Breaſt join'd to his kindling fide: ; 
de catch'd his Sighs that panted in their flight, *. 
Fith Eyes, Hands, Lips, all trembling with delight q 
ng did her naked Beauty ſtay my ſight. 
naar as the blaſhing Bed her Body preſt, ? 
a May-morning riſing from the Eaſt, > 
It Day diſmounting in the golden Weſt. - 1 
Mar. Wheels, Stones, and all the ſabtlelt Pains of Hell 
With burning reddeſt Plagues about em dwell. 
out em! in 'em, thro' 'em let 'em run, 
And Flames with Flames involv'd be ſwallow'd down. 
lib. With tendreſt Words her buſy Love ſhe grac'd, 
ad having kindly touch'd his yielding Waiſt, 
ve ſald, ah wou'd Marcellus were in Heav'n, 
ad wou'd Corinna were to Ovid giv'n; 
a Wit to me is more than Bmpire's Charms, 
dae all the Sarfeits of a Monarch's Arms. 
r. No more! thou'ft put my Soul upen the Rack; 
Pi Lives revenging Glory bids me take; 


42 Gloriana ; or, 1. 
But the Remains of Paſſion bid me ſpare 
This beautiful ingrate perfidious Fair: 
Sinee he was ne'er with gallant Ardour mov'd, 
That cou'd be urg'd, to harm what once he loy'd: 
And how I lov'd, how wonderfully well, 

None but the Author of her Flame can tell. 

Tby Beauty, Julia, did my Reaſon blind; 

For e'er our Hands unlucky Hymen join'd, 

I gueſs'd thee falſe, yet ſwore I wou'd be kind. 

| Enter Ovid with Julia reading. 
Jul. Such a Companion ne'er did Julia bleſs; 

To have a menial Monarch wait were leſs: 

Ovid, whoſe Fame above high Virgil grows, 
Whole Labeur ſure muſt Nature diſcompoſe, 

But Ovid with familiar Greatneſs flows; 

And when he pleaſes to command our Eyes, 

What charming Tales does his ſoft Muſe deviſe? 

OY. Thus to be grac'd by her whom all admire, 

To gain whoſe Love Gods wou'd, Kings do expi 

Mar. Amongſt the reſt fall thou a Sacrifice, 

Thus to be offer'd to your Goddeſs' Eyes. 

Jul. Marcellus, hold! fly, Ovid, haſte away. 

Ov. Madam, I know what Duty I ſhou'd pays 

The Prince reſolves to take my Life. which done 

Shall do without the hazard of their own. 

Mar. Tiberius, give me way, by Heav'n he dies, 

I'll tread upon the Worm which I deſpiſe. 

Jul. Help: Treaſon ! Murder! help. 

Euter Cæſario. ä 

Oo. Come all, for were you more I cou'd not fear, 

Ce/. What about one is all this Trouble here ? 

Put up, for ſhame, I'll blow him from your ſight; 

Valour diſdains the Quarry in her flight, 

Commands in Fields we ſhould our Standards raiſe, 

And make this Writer but our Drudge to praiſe. 
Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecanas, and Guards. 

Aug. Where are the Authors of this Treaſon gone? 

Traitors to Pow'r ! diſarm 'em ev'ry one. 

(The Captain of the Guards takes Marcellus, Oyid 
and Tiberius“ Swords : goes laft to Cæſario.) 

Ce/. Captain ſtand off, I did no cauſe afford 

Of Quarrel here, and will not yield my Sword. 
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Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 33 
e. What, a new Traitor? in my Preſence too? 
ow, obſtinate, thy Death thou doſt purſue. | 
„or die 
F,. Have you ſo ſoon forgot 
Ire Wonders which his Sword ſo lately wrought? 
de noble P/angus who preſerv'd your Son, 
Ind three pitch'd = free Valour won. 
ue. What ſhall he ftand and brave me to my Face? 
Kefaſe my Orders? bid him take my place. | 
the Ce/arian Majeſty ador'd, 
leis a Traitor, that denies his Sword. 
Ceſ. I ſay, my Sword's my own, and ſhal 
Aug. So fond of Fate! | 
Then that thou mayſt not want for Arms, take that. 
(Hurts his Dagger at him, the Guards ruſh on 
Cæſario, and hold bin.) 
Mar. Thus! is it thus his Services you pay? [Kneels. 
ug. If thou wouldſt have him live, take him away. 
Mar. Guards, force him hence. 
Cæſ. Yes, Ceſar, I will go; 
Aonquering my ſelf, I quell thy mighty Foe. [Exit. 
fug. And you, Sir, you who durſt your Weapon draw 
Acainſt that Prince whom J ordain'd to awe 
The greateſt Kings, to Baniſhment be gane, 
[1 teach your faucy Muſe to dare a Throne. 
Oy, If I in Thought to you leſs Rev'rence gave 
Than what the Deities from Altars have; 
If that the Royal Jalia I adore 
I other manner than we worſhip Pow'r, 
Aa to the Puniſhment that you had laid 
juſtly on me, and pronounce me dead. 
Jul. O Ceſar! Father! 
Aug. Dare not intercede ; 
Teak but another word and he ſhall bleed. 
Ov. For ever then, thou glorious Rome fare wel 
Lo che Earth's Limits, Cæſar, I will go, 
ere if thou haſt a yet unconquer'd Boe, 
My Sword, for T have fought, ſhall take his head, 
and with my Pen I'll damn him when he's dead. [Exit. 
Aug. Still home-bred Jars ! But I theſe Feuds will end 
I Heav'n I'll break your Hearts if you'll not bend; 
My Hydra Rebels vanquiſh'd, riſe up more 
Nu ever Monarch thus perplex'd before? "6 
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I wout retreat it like a God below. 


_ Glorwana ; or, he 

O that Pythagorat's Dream were true! 
I wou'd not govern ſuch a curſed Cre 
One Moment longer: Now, ev'n now I'd die, 
And into ſome more kingly Lion fly, | 

Where with full Empire I the Woods might ſw . 
And all the nobler Beaſts my Laws obey. 71 W 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
Ne Palate Garden. 


Cæſario, Araſpes, Leander. 


C B; all the Trophies of the conquer'd Field, Ik 
| By ev'ry vanquim'd Sword, and batter'd Shit 

He dies, tho' the auxiliar Fates ſhou'd Rand 

To fence the liſted Forces of my Hand! Not 

Tho? bul wark'd with Rome's Hills in Tow'rs af Braly We thi 


Vet like Lacoon's Lance my Sword ſhall piſs ll ms 
Thro' all By Heav'n to Hell he ſhall be thrown, be ce 
His univerſal Mightineſs ſhall down. 


Araſ. Your Ruin muſt inevitable be. 

Ce/. It matters not what ſhall become of me. 
Tho? all the Winds from their black Corners ruſh, 
Tho? Seas daſh Clouds, old Rocks young Thunder & 
Exempt from Feat, th' Event we will attend, | 
And with big Rays in Ports of Glory end. 

If I muſt fall, FI! tumble with a Crown, 
And graſp the Giant with me when I drown. 

Lean. But royal Sir, can you your Friend forget? 
Can an Abuſe ſo vaſt, a Wrong ſo great | 
Be offer'd, that your Vows you ſhou'd recal ? | 

Ce/. Smoak, vanith Air be they forgotten al. 
No, dear Marteſlus, you muſt not pardon me ; 

A Stroke! a Stab! tis ſuch an Injury, 1 
Were Jove in Fleſh, and thunder'd with a blow, 


Araſ. E'er ruin ſwallows you take one look more, 
While yet yu ſtand upon the bkaten Shore. eh 
Linn. Yet eter you launch behold the rolling Dethhi .. 
Where Danger groans, and Death it ſelf does weed. 
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Czſ. Hence with thy Coward Counſels ! fly to Caves; 
climb theſe tow'ring Dangers, bark the Waves 
Id as I ride, to the kick'd Floods P11 cry, 
Wer C/ar with his Father's Fortune high. 
Why do you ask me then, and vainly mourn? | 
Wn Words move Death, or Time carereing turn? 
human Eloquence the Stars controul, 
MW when their Doom has damn'd it, fave a Soul? 
y to deſcending Storms, of mounting Fire; 
jem ye may weary, me ye ſhall not tire. 
fraſ. Since then no Pray'rs can your wild Fury tame, 
De way leaſt dangerous to Revenge we'll name; 
ſho! Cz/ar from Heav'ns partial Hand receive 
Iamediate Pow'r, ſmall Virtue ſhe did give. 
Lon. When fierce Embaſſadors from Partbia's King 
tew'd their huge Bows, and did long Arrows bring, 
& totheir Threats in ſcornful Anſwer laugh'd; 
le this great Scoffer ſhrinks at Cupid's ſhaft : 
l may his glutted Hands more Empire have, 
he continues Love's inglorious Slave. 


Czſ. What is his Mightineſs by Beauty aw'd ? c 


ths the Auguſtus ſo renown'd abroad, 
the World's firſt Man, and new created God? 
e bright Narciſſa with her ſpring of Charms. 
k true, has warm'd my Heart half froze in Arms; 
* melting Language ſtrook my Winter back, 
en d my Nerves, and made my Heart- ſtring ſlack : 
& were it poſſible that ſhe cou'd weep, 

long as I have practis'd toilſom War, 
+ Pf bov'd not in her Lap my Honour keep, 

It from its Trade my burning Spirit bar. 

ſden Conqueſts call my Sword to fetch the Prize, 

tand lift ning to a Lady's cries, 
Nang to ſee the Roſes pale O Heay'n ! 
Fporious War! let me ne'er be torgiven. | 

ral. There is a Bower, the myſtick ſeat of Love, 
tere Death ſtands Centinel Ea the Grove ; 
ards ever waking at the Threſhold lie, 
Clutter none but Ca/ar to paſs by: 
re his looſe Heart does in full Paſtures graze 
* rarious She's with Awe upon him gaze. 
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Leon. Like Heaven's proud King follow'd by Dei 
The Tyrant walks with ſhinings, thro' the Trees; ſur 
"His Brow dilates, and his purs'd Lips awhile Far 
Forget their angry uſe, and gravely ſmile, And 
To ſee officious Beauties charm his Cares, 

Like Night's black Locks all powder'd oder with Stan 

Araſ. There your Revenge, if Vengeance urge youll} 44 


f 


May glut your Appetite, and drink her fill. From 
T have obſerv'd, and can your Fury guide, Tot! 
Jo a ſlight-guarded Gate oth* Tiber ide ; oo 
Watch'd by ſome drowzy Slaves, not more than we, Flom 
Whom having kill'd, you have a Paſſage free. The 

Cæſ. Methinksalready thou haſt talk'd him dead, IIb 
And I am o'er the fatal Barriers fled, Ind 1 
Like Perſeus mounted on a ſteed of Air, Gl, 
Beating the Liſts to find the Monſter there. Toon 


Lean. There you may take him ſwoln with drunken ¶ fe re 
And the crown'd Brute with a full Stroke deſtroy, Pd d 
Behold him ſporting on ſpread Mempbi an Spoils, . 4g 
In Mantle wrap'd that breathe rich od'rous Oils, Ibo 
Like a gay Snake basking in ſunny Fields, Are nc 
Embrac'd by her who ripeſt Pleaſure yields. 

Ce/. Be gone, now inſtantly let's poſt away, ne | 
The black revenging Minutes will not ſtay ; 9 
As the Half-god Augæan Stables clear'd, and li 
II purge theſe Gardens with his Blood beſmear d 
Slow, till the Deed be done, move the wing'd Hour 
I'll do't tho? Dragons guard the golden Bowers. [Ex 7 oh 


SCENE II. The Bower of Gloriana. 


SONG. ly 


I. 

H the Charms of a Beauty diſdainful and fait, 

Houſbe blaſts all my Foys when jhe bids me « 
Forgetting my State, when Iſigb and lie down, 


And caſt at ber Feet both Scepter and Crown, Leun! 

She paſſes regardleſs, and ſays a young Swain, "plac, 

Before ber old Monarch, ber Love ſhould obtain. at N 
II 1 


Remember, fair Mymgh, my Grandfather Jove, 
That rev'rend old God always made the beſt Love: PF wb 
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lhe fercely be mov'd with a Manner di vine, 
Wat be melted bis Way, or blew 2 the Mine. 
far ſcorn of my Age therefore reaſe to = 
hd think what a loving old Cæſar can do. 


* Enter Auguſtus, Gloriana. ; : 
16 4g. From golden Werghts, highCares, Imperial Strife, 
From Storms of State, and Huricanes of Life, 
To the green Palace of the peaceful Grove, 
Lor Glorzana's Bower, the Throne of Love, 
eme with all the Violence of Mind, 
The Philters of Court-witcheraft to unbind : 
4 Phy heav'nly Voice is ſure the nobleſt Spell, 
Ind thy Eyes Charms all Magick elſe excel. 
Glor. Ye Authors of all Sway, for what dark End 
Toone ſo frail did you ſuch Pow'r commend ? 
Ale reels on ſuch exceſſive height, he ſtands 
lad drops his Scepter from his ſhaking Hands. 
Aug. No matter, Gloriana, let it be: 
Who wou'd not leave a Diadem for thee ? 
ire not thy Touches than all Scepters more? 
Thy Lips approach'd, where is the Taſte of Pow'r? 
lere is all taſte, reliſh, and vital- good, 
pirics it gives that o'er Life's Channel brood, 
nd like Wine ſparks dance thro? the brimmingBlood. 
n Smile of thine drives from my Age a Day, | 
Ihe balmy Kiſs wou'd take a Year away ; 
it oh the reſt wou'd give me Youth again, 
ean old Snake wou'd cauſe me caſt my Skia, 
lecken my Sinews, make me ſwiſtly move, ö 
Mercury deſcending ſrom above, 
dly as Mars, and luſtily as Fove. 
ler. Is this the Man of ſuch Renown in Wars, 
jr, | upon Earth, and number'd with the Stars? 
like from thy Sleep of Death, dread Father, wake, 
inz-y ariſe, the Reins af Empire take; | 
Won let this Driver from his Throne be hurl'd, 
glace me on the Brow of the ſteep World; 
at Nations dri vn by me may thunder on, 
dad at my Nod Millions of Swords be drawn, 
diſh'd with flaſhing Death by mighty Men, 
0 when I give the Word ” ſheath'd again. 
| 2 
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Aug. They ſhall, they ſhall, ambitious lovely Mad, 
Pl! teach thy gentle Arms the Warrior's Trade, 
Bind thy ſoft Body faſt with Bands of Steel, 
And double-darted Death thy Foes fhall kill: 
2 Arts, that ſhall the old in Arms ſurprize, 

o ſee thy Lance as fatal as thy Rye: 


Ceſar ſhall guard thee all the Day in Fight, 

And compaſs thee about with lifted Shields, | 

So thou vouchſafe to dreſs thole Wounds at Night, I 

Which he receiv'd for thee in fighting Fields. he 
G/o. Much you depend upon tyrannick Pride, Pee 

Or think this Breaſt incapable of Scorn, hoe 


Or that I never heard you had a Btide, 
Or you forget I am of Pompey born. 

If this your guilty Mind conſider'd, how 
Dare you approach me in my Brother's Gore ; ' ny 
Otf'ring worle Horrour with a brazen Brow, Glo 
When your hot Luſt thy Siſter would devour? (hen 

Aug. Talk not of that high Blood from which wihmee: 
Nor how your Brother's W rongs your Scorn enflame; I w 
Heav'n the young Pompey's Honours did diſperſe, | 
And now alone I ſway the Univerſe : 

Conſider this, and with the Time comply. 
Glo. I have conſider'd, and reſolve to die. 
Compleat your Crimes; for what can I expect 
From Rage which thro! the Heart of Tully paſt? 
Tully, who did the god-like Wit protect 

Thy curſed Youth, to be betray'd at laſt. 

Go on, thou black Uſurper : ſtop more Breath, 
Encreaſe thy Purples, fill thy Throne with Death 
Still may new Falſhood add to former Guilt, 
And the dear Blood of Rome's beſt Sons be ſpilt; 
And may thy Cruelties alone do more, 

Than al! the curſt Triumvirate before. 

Aug. Hold, Princeſs, hold! provoke me not too 
None ever ſaid thus much and liv'd ; beware, 
'Thou'rt in my reach, no more my Fetters ſhake, 
My Rage yet fleeps, which Lion-like may wake. 
My Heart, which as ſome ſtubborn fiery Steed, 
Grew up.unback'd, and did at random feed, 
When Love approach'd like you, did not diſdain 
So fair a Rider, yielding to the Rein, 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 


dow gently moves, except his Freedom's barr'd ; 
Bit you ſpur him much, and curb him hard, 
Pery to be ſo indiſcreetly rode. | 
hprings and bounds beneath the mounted God. 
Glo. It thy low fawning Love I ſcorn'd before, 
wy diſdain thy menac'd Fury more; 
Nach is the utmoſt that thy Rage can do, ; 
Ind that I'll ev'ry Day provoke thee to. (Fair, 
Aug. Wilt thou? Ha! dar'ſt thou ſharp provoking, 
he more let me intreat thee do not dare; 4 
ne, like a fooliſh Fly whoſe vexing Wings 
ne the low Flame to burn her as ſhe ſings. 
Nas thy Slave before thee now I ſtand, 
Nas thy Lord, and one that will command; 
am Maſter of the World, Þ1I be, 
Pt of thy Scorn, the Maſter too: of thee 
6. Matter o'th' World! Indeed your Title's clear, 
en you amongſt the Syr7an Boys appear, 
Wncending as for Triumphs all the Day, 
me o win their Nuts and bounding Stones at play. 
kh Congue't with ſuch honourable Pain, 
Ito but tne Maſter of World could gain? 
s it for this you did all Nations quell, 
id by thy Arms the noble Bratus tell ? 
u the Earth's God! This your Cæſarias Pride! 
? . fly, your Shame from human Knowledge hide; 
lo lome By-path from all Obſervance ſtray, 
pid far from Roads of Glory take your way. 
Ig. Now, Rider Love; my Lite on't, down he gceg 
h; Pk to't, I fay, thy trembling Knees keep cloſe ;; | 
ble ro my Side like Deſtiny now fit, 
; Pd in oy Heart-ſtrings firmly plant thy Feet, 
Win my Teeth Pve got th' ungratetul Bit. 
ere, there, with that laſt Heave I threw him down, 
00 fad now, I thank my Stars, my Heart's my own. 
auty, thou once m' Enlightner bright and kind C 


ever ſet, I'll ſcourge thee from my Mind 
le Day, nor ſhalt thou leave one Streak behind: 
Lips, thy Tongue, thy Eyes have now no Charms; 
 voul, b' Ambition wak*'d to old Alarms, 

n Pars up, and liſtens to the Clank of Arms. 
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Glo. Without this Circumſtance my Death ordain, . 
Aug. No, that wou'd be to put thee out of pain: 
As haughty Virtue's ſharpeſt Puniſhment, he 5 
Thou ſhalt live ſtill, but not live innocent. | 
Glo. Not innocent! I ſcorn thy impious Breath, Pub 
I'll ope ten thouſand Doors to let in Death. 90 
Aug. Not one, I'll ſhut up all, and ſet ſtrict Guard, Ne 
There's not a Wicket ſhall be left unbarr'd ; xk 1 
No Chink thro* which kind Fate may draw thy Thred Pie, 
Or Death with his leaſt Finger touch thee dead. pf tl 
Glo. Still rack thy cruel Heart and curfed Brain, %. 
Yet after all, thy Wiſh thou ſhalt not gain; 
Burſt with thy Malice, for I will not live, 
My Lite fhall ſtarve, that Honour may ſurvive, 
Aug. Nor that, for e'er to-morrow's * appear 
Thy Virgin- ride ſhall vaniſh into Air, 5 
Starve, Gloriana, in a Monarch's Bed 
By Heav'n thou fhalt to ſurſeiting be fed. 
Glo. Still perjur'd, finee it ſhall not, cannot be 
So rich a Purchaſe ſhould be reap'd dy thee ; 
For tho' I ſhould conſent to have it ſold, 
Thou couldſt not buy, thou art fo wretched old. 
Aug. If Bliſs anon would not leſs fiercely flow, 
By all my Hopes I would enjoy thee now : 
But more delib'rate Pleaſure is decreed, 
ll come by Moon-light, which my Flame ſhall feed, 
| Like Targuis palerefolv'd upon the Deed. Pl 
O Glortana ! &er the Lark has ſung 
Her Morning Anthem, thou ſhalt fay I'm young ; 
Love thro' my Lite an equal Pace has run. 
Swift near the Goal as where it firit begun : br 
I keep my Courſe like the old Lord of Day, 1 
On my red Cheeks the filver Treſſes play, | 
I ſhout and drive, and never feel decay Exit 
' . Glo. I thank thee, Heav'n, that thou doſt me ordallf. 
For Woes no other Woman could ſuſtain. 
Woman! What Man ſuch Tempeſts could outwear ? 
Yet, like a Rock, both Sea and Winds I II dare. [. 
Enter Cæſario, driving in the Captain. | ne 
Cezf. So ſturdy, Sir, you that would take my Su 0 7 
Tis sor you there: now bear it to your Lord. 1 20 
[ The Captain 1 
# 
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come forth, thou female God, appear, 
N Plongus, but Cæſario waits thee here, ; 
ke Son of Julius, and the wide World's Heir; 
hear*ſt, but to approach me doſt not dare. 
what dark Covert are thy Glories laid, 
do they 1 ſome Laurel Shade? 
4, Þ&'d on my iſtreſs' Lap, whoſe knitting Hands 
ck up thy caprive Cares in downy Bands. 
red Pike, wake, by Heav'n my Wrath thou ſhale not ſhun, 
thou denend her Robes for ſnelter run. 
Glo. What art thou that wander'ſt in this fatal Wood 
Moe thirſty Sword ſeeks for majeſtick Blood? 
ita borrow'd Title or true Name 5 


| 


: 


Nu didſt aſſume, whoſe Eyes quick rolling Flame 

bys with Ambition, Pride, Revenge and Fame? 
(Ha W hat I was you heard me {peak but now; 
js | know not what, and am I know not how. 

t ſpeak, and I'll conſider what to ſay; 

t hunted hard, and now my Heart's at Bay. 

Glo, If you the Son of divine Julius are, 

Jr durſt you in Auguſtus Court appear? | 
Þ© Breaſt but 4 ſock Raſhneſs ever knew; 5 


t to 1 him here, and ſingly too, 

ught but Diſtraction or Deſpair would do. 

r certain Death. 

Leſ. That certain Death is paſt, 

kd upon the bleffed Shore am caſt : 

b a Fiend I thought by Furies driv'n; 

bught for Hell, but ſtumbled upon Heav'n. 

— 

bl, A Woman. 

C. Angels ſhou'd ſpeak true, 

re ſo bright a Flow'r on Earth ne'er grew: 

& Lips, her Cheeks muſt more than Roſes be; 

at Stars her Eyes, what moving Majeſty ? 

neet and ſo imperious too they move, 

ling with Beauty, glitt'ring all with Love. 
Enter Leander. h 

Lan. Haſte, or the Emperor will evade the Toil ; 

Peialmoſt out of fight, haſte to the Spoil. 

140 Not Tulia's ſuch when all her Gems ſhe wears, 
lad Narciſſa more adorn'd with Tears; 


Yield, 
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Yield, Beauties yield, or ſhun this dazling Eye, 
Since thoſe that ſtay will ſoon her Victims lie, 
Like Autumn Leaves, turn yellow all, and die. | 
Glo. Juſt Heav'n does ſure this god-like Man provid 
To bear me from the Tyrant's Luft and Pride. | 
Beauty, if thou didſt ever, aid me now, 
'That Y may make this haughty Gazer bow. 
This heav'nly Youth ; Oh force him to adore, 
To love me only: I'll never ask thee more. G. 
Caf. Why beats my Heart as I had Poiſon ta'en: Ir fr 
W hat means my boring Breatt, and giddy Brain? IC, 
Swift theilling Cold with panick Terror thes, 
And an unuſual Thaw iiffolves my Eyes. 
IF Love thou art, I will not take the Wound, 
My Armour ſhall thy pointed Darts confound ; 
PII draw 'em, if they cannot be withſtood, 
Tho! to the Feathers drinking in my Blood; 
Ihen ſhake 'em at her Eyes with fix'd Diſdain, 
And burl 'em to thy Godhead back again. 
| Enter Araſpes. | 
Aral: Mour Vengeance muff 21.0: er Seaſon take. toll 
Cz]. Love is your tlay, which Warmcrs ſxould-fory {1 
Y et what a Stir does this blind Gameſter make? (fake, 


wt 011 


He makes my Heart rebound about my Breaſt, Ibabt 
And laughs to ſee me tire, and cries no Reſt; Neref 
From Side to Side ſtrikes the tormented Ball, 12 
And with each Stroke he dints the very Wall. 14% 
G1. If you in Fields have purchas'd high Renown, Ne L. 
Have with perſiſting Virtue Wonders done, | #7 
And wreath Lees of toiling Valour won; In 


Now 1n a Princeſs' ee lift your Sword, 
Fate never did a nobler Cauſe afford. 
By all the mighty Battles you have fought, at 
By all the Trophies you with Blood have bought, Ruud 
A royal ſuff'ring VWirgin's Wrongs redreſs, 
And kill the Giant-Vice that would oppreſs. 

Cæſ. 1 met the Summons ſwitt, and ſnatch'd the Jo: 
K indling at Death, and panting to deſtroy ; . | 
Another Sword like mine you'll ne'er imploy. 
War was my Miſtreſs, and I lov'd her long; 
Sl. e lov'd my Muſick, Shoutings were my Song; 
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claſhing Arms that eccho'd thro? the Plain, 
whings of Horſes, Groans of dying Men ; 
es which the Trump and hoarſer Drum affords, 
Wk dying Sounds ing from Fall of Swords. 
mand, diſpatch, and bid your Lightning fly, _ 
daſh, III kill, PI conquer in your Eye, 
laſter all, here yield my Breath, and die, 
Oh could you love! 
Gl. Let Love be mention'd laſt, 
i: Ji firſt to free me hence you ſhould forecaſt. ' 
Cf. By all my Love you are already paſt ; 
u are, O Heaven! where-ever you would be, 
am with you all o'er Extaſy. f 
Wh Walls and Tow'rs are level'd where you go; 
u tread on Pants, and Sighs about you blow, 
Hearts in their own Bleedings round you flow. 
fraſ. If you would bear her fate, haſte, Sir, away. 
Lan. The Minute's critical, and will not ſtay. 
(z/. Move on, and bravely let us meet our Dooms, 
ove me Warning e'er the Tyrant comes; 
% Willow flowly, and while Love is by, 
ſor] E ſwifteſt Deaths and ruſhing Fates defy. 
ei 5, In all your Acts ſuch god- like Manners ſhine, 
Joudt not but your Parents are divine; | 
Perefore to match you with a Stock of Fame, 
Po from a Race as high as yours I came; 
Jy the Great, and fair Cornelia gave 
*, e Life which you to gen'rouſly wo tave. 
J Ha! now I find the Cauſe I nc'er could love; 
ſs, long ago, our Hearts were pair'd above; 
4 my Ambition join'd with Deſtiny, 
mes ſuggeſting it could never be, 
8 Ca ſar's Son, who all the World had aw'd, 
„ ud wed beneath the Daughter of a God. [Excurt. - 


Ju 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE, The Palace of Marcellus. be 
Marcellus, with bis Sword drawn againſt Julia, hi 


Mar. D Heav'n 1'11 hear no more, tis publick now, I M 
Diſgrace ſo bold is grav'd upon thy Brow, Ibo 

That een old Age, whoſe Eyes are ſeldom clear, Hiſt 
Dim with Death's Miſt, can read thy Falſhood there: "few 
All Rome with thy proclaim'd Diſhonour rings, Wha 
And ev'ry Infant Julia's Lewdnels ſings. How 
What can thy Crimes expect from my juſt Rage? 7 
Fu]. Death, let my Blood your violent Wrath aff] al! 
Tis better we ſhould both for ever ſleep M. 
An Calms, than wake in Storms, and always weep. i 
Mer. Weep ! If th' Ocean from x 5 es were ſpil, | M 

L 


The Ocean could not waſh away thy Guilt. [1 of 
Nor think that when thy Beauties ſhall be lard 
In Earth, thy Peace is then for ever made; hic 
No, faithleſs Fair! ſtil] ſhalt thou haunted be, M 
And a long Row of pale Adult'rers ſee, 
And me at laſt purfuing them and thee. | 55 
at Not haunting Furies there can rake me more I hol 
Than Jealoufies on Earth that louder roar ; Thy 
Tho' I ſhould make account for ev'ry A Nake, 
While falſe Relations are by Traitors wrought, Why 
And you believe thoſe moſt that moſt abule, And 0 
I were vain for me my Honour to excuſe. : a 
Mar. How well your Pride an Innocence can feignl Fierce 
Excuſe your Honour! That indeed's moſt vain ; Haut 


Thy Purpoſe vain, as thy paſt Actions foul, | Did 1 
Vain all thy Thoughts with which wild Fancies roll, | Here, 
And one immortal Vanity's thy Soul. Ino: 
. I cannot ſtay to Ie your vain Debate. Be but 
ar. Paſs not this, *tis guarded with thy Fate. Þ Thow 

ul. Strike then, and free me from a World of Cy 7 
Better die once than always live in Fears : You ſt 
Loud Clamours all the Day my Peace moleſt, Thou 
With perjur'd, falſe, I hate, renounce, deteſt ; Bit n 
Mil} am I wak'd by Day with theſe Alarms: bo 
At Night you ſtart, and throw me from your Arms: ce 
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I Night your Head upon my Breaſt repos'd, 

10 as free: dene Sleep my Eyes had Fwd, 
Wie me figh, you cry'd aloud, By Heav'n 
Thoſe Sighs are to your dear lov'd Ovid giv'n ; 
tit 1 will conjure him from Pontus back, 
ind his curs'd Life by thouſand Torments take. 
„Mar. O Fulia, is there not a Cauſe for. this? 
Ion fayft I rob thy Days and Nights of Peace, 
Hit thou not robb'd my Life of all its Bliſs ? 

: FHeav'n witneſs what J am, and what have been; 
What thou haſt done, how gloried in thy Sin, 
fow triumph'd in thy IIs 
Jul. What I have done 
hall to no Mortal, nor to you be known. 
Mar. I'll know. 
ul. You ſhall not. 
il, r. With this fure I ſhall; 
open ev'ry Vein, and Know thee all. 
ul. Strike---To thy Vengeance ſummon all thy Lyes, 
Which falſe 77herius? Malice cou'd deviſe. 
| Mar. I've ſummon'd all he told with loyal Breath, 


Ind all thoſe Truths doom him to ſudden Death. 
| Jet Why then doſt thou not ſtrike, revenging Lord? 
bold my Breaſt prepar'd to meet thy Sword ; 
Thy cruel Kindneſs thus it ſhall approve, 
Naked to Anger as it was to Love. 
Why ſhrinks thy Arm, as if it fear'd to wound, 
lud drops the Coward Weapon to the Ground? 
Mar. 1 know thee falſe, yet have not pow'r to harm ; 
gal F Fierce Paſſion my arm'd Vengeance does difarm : 
Rauty, which thro' thy Vice I could not ſpy, 
| Did like a dang'rous Foe in Ambuhh lie, 
ll, | ere, Fulia, execute thy bloody Will, 
{know thy purpoſe is at Ialt to kill: 
Be but thus tins, Liſe freely I reſign ; 
ou'rt born to break all Hearts, and muſt break mine. 
Jil. No, my Marcellus, truſt me from this Hour 
You ſhall be ever my Lord Conqueror ; 
hoy ever wert the deareſt of Mankind, 
t now my Heart is to thy Looks confin'd. 
by our Loves you never were betray'd, 


ceforth. be abſolute, my Breaſt invade, 


F' 


There 
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There, like a gentle Monarch, thou ſhalt ſway, 1 

And I with gentler Mind thy Laws obey. 1920 

Mar. Prove but thy Heart as heav'nly as thy Tong « 
Be but thus good, and I had never wrong. 

Enter Cæ ſario bloody, leading Gloriana wverl'd, fa NV, 

by Leander, Araſpes. fly 

Mar. My noble Brother! what can Friendſhip fay, Not 


* 


Which from my Arms abſented half a Day ? Thot 
Together ſtil} in Battle we did ride, Ide 
Nor cou'd united Troops the Link divide: | [08 


Shall Peace disjoin what was not broke by War, Al's 
And Crouds in Courts do more than Armies there? ha 
Ceæſ. Now I ſhall try the Friendſhip which you bouk$Deft 
If now not found, let it be ever loſt : Aud 
This Beauty with ſome Blood and Danger bought, C 
(Great Deeds for Beauty by young Blood are wrought) Noi 
I from the Den of an old Beaſt of Prey 
Snatch'd, while abroad he did for Forage ſtray. Al 7 
Ry this he is return'd, and finds her gone; Ill ſt. 
By this the Groves reſound, and F 547 groan. Na 
Mar. Thus in your Cauſe advancing, thus PI ſace I Dive. 
A Band of Blood-hound Furies in their chaſe. 7 
Ceſ.: Firſt let us lodge where they ſhall never find' fe m 
The Hart whoſe Death thoſe Hunters have deſignd; I Na 
Then with Relays each to his Station go, Toge 
And bravely fall upon the Savage Foe: Gle 
Our Bugle-Rreath ſhall wind Recheats, and tell Not N 
*T is not the Deer's, but the rous'd Hunter's .Knell, Meth: 
Tul. While you, that Virtue might not be undone, Ando 
Look'd fierce, methought my Brows too catch'd a Frown i Wher 


[ burn'd, and grew ambitious to be one. Vor fl 
Whoc'er itfe be, as ſure ſhe is moſt fair, eke, 
For whom the Sounds of Fame ſo buſy are, Iro 
I promiſe her a Convert, where ſhe ſhall, With 
Seſe as in Clouds, look down upon 'em all. Like ] 


. O Bounty, which my Blood can never pay! Thro? 
I'would do all, yet I muſt ſomething tay : * | 
What Hell-born Envy, curs'd infernal Spight, 
So us'd to Darkneſs, that it hates the Light, 
Shall dare, tbo Silence ſhe with Pain endures, 
Traduce a Virtue fo renown'd' as yours? 


By Heay'n, I ſwear, and by this faithful Steel, 
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Jeep in Beauty's conqu'ring Quarrel dy'd, b 
our Clumpion, Ts — a 7 8 
Ii damn thoſe Slaves that have your Fame bely'd. Fr” 
Enter Narcifla running. 
lh Nor. Fly, fly, you're loſt, the Empire's overthrown ! 
fly, Plangus, fly, Sir, murder'd Cæſar's Son! | 
Pot ftir ! by all my Fears, moſt cruel Prince; 
FThou ſhalt not ſtay and die; PII drag thee hence. 
Ide Captain, whom your Valour left for dead, 
Beard your Diſcourſe, and has Relation made: 
M's out, thou art betray'd, O Heav'n ! undone ; 
What ſhall I fay ? Thy uy thy Birth is known ; 
al eſtruction gallops to thy Murder poſt, 
Ind Cæſar looks as if the World were loſt, HA. 
Ceſ. Tho! drivin by Whirlwinds he ſhould roll like 
vt) Flxould not from this Barth one Inch retire : (Fire, 
Fl Deſtiny about my Death conſult, 
Al Thoughts of Safety from my Side revolt, 
Hl ſtand him, tho? he were a Thunderbolt. 
Jar. Perhaps my Pray'rs, and low Submiſſion, may 
ce- Dirert his Wrath, or his Revenge delay. 
Jul. With yours, my mingled Tears and Sighs ſhall 
nd: ne may reſiſt yours, but he ſhall not mine. (join, 
d; r. But if inflexibly he will deny, | 
Together let us all reſolve to die. 
Glo. Since this ſecures my Honour, can ] fear? 
Not Martyrs with more Joy their Summons hear, | 
, P{ethinks 1 long in thoſe dark Walks to tread, ? 
ne, ad wrap myſelf about with honour'd Lead, 
un Where all the Worthies of the Earth he dead. 
Vor mall my Spirit in that pond'rous Caſe 
kept, but ſhoot, as Rays thro' Cryſtal paſs : 
Thr? Doors of Death, with Mountains pil'd on Roc 
With theuſand Bars, and. with ten-thouſand Locks, 
Like Lightning ſhe ſhall cut her ſacred Way 
Thr all, and riſe-to everlaſting Day. 
Mr. What Spirit's this, more fierce than boldeſt Men, 
IIkat with ſuch | — does Lite difdain ?. 
C. O Death! thou ever dry, blood-thirſty Slave, 
Al, Hell-hound, all art thou refoly'd. to have? 
it taſte my Heart, *tis royal, rich, and good, 
h Drop's more worth than Tons of vulgar Blood. 
Cannot 
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Cannot" th? exhauſted Shore for one ſuffice, 
I' make it up with Rivers from their Eyes: 
Tears will not make him drunk the Slave replies. 
Glo. Can this be true? Cæſario, doſt thou droop? 
Doſt thou at leaſt beneath Death's Burden ſtoop ? 
Is this the Hero, this the god-like Man, 
Wheſe Rage the ſtout Iherzans over-ran ? 
That me redeem'd this Day from rav'nous Pow'r, 
And from the Pounces of the Vulture tore? 
Ce. O Gleriana ! with Confuſion I 
Conſeſs 'tis now a dreadful Thing to die; 
Your fatal Purpoſe does to pieces tear, 
That Courage which all Dangers elſe can dare. 
O live, retire, and thoſe bleſt Beauties hide, 
Far from the reach of Cæſar's cruel Pride; 


Then I ſhall eafily Death's Yoke put on, - Jbtha! 
And calm as thofe that fall aſleep, lie down. Pehi 
Glo. Czſario, no, unjuſt is thy Requeſt, | 49 


[ Puts up ber Veil, Narciſſa obſerves bach ] 
Why ſhou'd I wake when thou art gone to reſt ? Iden 
And ſince I love thee, which I now may own, 2 
The faſteſt Secrets arè by Death undone, lam 
What will Life ſignify when thou art gone? Ide! 
Grant that I *ſcape the Tyrant's Rage, and fly 4 
To ſome ſtrange Land, and leave you here to die, ft 
Shall I furvive to blot thee from my Mind ? 

Forget thee? or to one leſs brave be kind? 
Is this thy Wiſh ? or wouldſt thou ! ſhould live, 


And thy eternal Loſs for ever grieve ? une 

Cef. Live, die, be free, or yield yourſelf again, 0 
Iwill no more of you, but Heav'n, complain; ha 
Heav'n that can ſee ſuch Virtue in Diftreſs, Nr & 
And with exceeding Power a Tyrant bleſs ; That 
Heav'n that could Pnite when nobleſt Romans fell, Au 
As if enormous Cruelties were well; And c 
Heaven that allows this Parricide a Name H hi 
As great and good as the firſt Sons of Fame. I was 

Nar. Love ſparkles thro' her Shade: lc 
His Eyes to her, and hers to him are mov'd, Ce 
She loves, ſhe loves, and is again beloy'd, * 
She ſighs and weeps, and rolls her ſubtle Eyes, 6 t 
And all the Charms of knowing Beauty tries; a 
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We looks as if her very Eyes wou'd ſpeak, 
(ah would it might) her Heart would break. 
Ft C/ar comes, ſome other time I'll take 


tell my Wrongs, his Life is now at ſtake. 
br Auguſtus, Captain, Agrippa, Mecznas, Gardi. 


Cap. Hither I follow'd em with a cautious view. 

Hug. Mecæ nas, let him have the Talents due. 

* the Raviſhed undaunted ſtands, 

kif encompaſs'd with a thouſand Bands; 5 


? 


Jhid as Briareus warring in Heav'n's Field, 
hen fifty flaming Swords his Arms did wield, 
ty Shields expos'd to Thunder held. 


0 mw 
ny Agrippa! ſhou'd I view him long, 
Ihou'd forget, forgive the mighty wrong; 
chat majeſtick Glance and fiery Air, 
thinks our awful Father does appear. 
fer. Something leſs fierce his Viſage does renew, 
ch Beams from beauteous Cleopatra flew, 
When fighing Kings to Egypt's Court the drew. 
Cæſ. Yes, my renown'd Extraction 1 declare, N 
lam 0 Birth what you adopted are, 
e King of Kings, and the World's lawful Heir. 5 
ig. Such you were nam'd by Anthony indeed, 
Pit the great Cæſar otherwiſe decreed. 
Ceſ. What he intended who but Heav'n can tell? 
Rare ſeated from th* Imperial Throne he fell: 
le ſtood on Atlas Shoulders unafraid 
me Minutes, and the trampled Globe ſurvey'd ; 
hd with vaſt Buſineſs, and with Thoughts profound; 


| 
e bad ao leiſure for a Proſpe round, 
For e er to Eg ypt's Queen he could be juſt, 
Tha Head which Stars encompalſs'd kiſs'd the Duſt.. 
Hug. Yet to make void whatever you can ſay, 


Ad daſh your boldeſt Hopes that fly at ſway, 2 


h his laſt Will, which was to Romans ſhewn, 
| was ordain'd to mount and fill his Throne, 
oſcourge the World, and awe Mankind alone. 
112 Ino Imperial Herald am to find 
The ource of Pow'r, and how its Riv'lets wind; 
{et this I know, your latter boaſt was vain, 
{ar had n&'er adopted you to reign, = 
a 


LU 
L4 
0 
\ 
1 
4 
[1 
» 
k 
[ 
U 
9 
LY 
i 7 
1 
f 4 
0 


—U U — — — — — 6.6m ——— 
o CE o \ _ — 1 
* _ 2 = 
— 1 _ 


40 Gloriana; or, the 
Had he known me, who from the Womb was paſt, 
And firſt ſaw Light, when he beheld it laſt. 
Aug. When conqu'ring Ceſar Pompey did purſue, 
And in his Cauſe the Mempbian Tyrant flew, 
He bought your Mother's Love with Egypt's Crown, 
And with her, at a Kingdom's Price, lay down. 
But having ſurfeited with Beauty's Joys, 
For Beauty much poſſeſs'd, extremely cloys ; 
Scar'd with his Shame, he wak'd to Wars Alarms, 
He left her pregnant, and he ruſh'd to Arms, 
»Twas god-like, and he imitated Fove, 
Who with exceſſive thund'ring tir'd above, 
Comes down for Eaſe, enjoys a Nymph, and then 
Mounts dreadful, and to thund'ring goes again. | 
Cef. Talk'ſt thou of her baſely that gave me Birth, 
The moſt illuſtrious Empreſs of the Earth, 
W hoſe Smiles Kings did with Adorations crave ? | 
By Heav'n, ſhe wou'd have ſcorn'd thee for her Slave, 
Name not thy humbler Blood, nor let it be 
Compar'd to mine, nor mare than I to thee ; 
Who am to thee, nor will E me commend, 
A God all o'er, and thou all o'er a Fiend. 
Aug. You ſpeak, Cæſario, with as little dread, 
As if you were at ſome vaſt Army's Head; 
Were it not that I rev'rence Cæſar's Blood, 
Thus long you had not diſreſpectful ſtood. 
Caf. O 1 O Crocodile of Pow'r! 
Not Woman e'er diſſembled thus before. 
Thou reverence Cæſar's Blood 
Thou who didſt never ought that's generous do, 
Who never didſt forgive a noble Foe, | 
Me wouldſt thou make believe thou canſt be kind? 
I know th' Hypocrily, thy dev'liſh Mind, 
W hich holds thy Angel-colours high to ſhew, 
But art all Ruin, Blood, and Hell below. 
Aug. Whoe'er was thus provok'd, and cou'd ſorbear?FThe 


Be witneſs all, himſelf he will not ſpare. Lan 
Caf. No, Tyrant, no, I will in publick die, Ind 
And once at laſt expoſe thy Cruelty; 'Y 
The Murders which thou hitherto hatt done, The 
Were acted cloſe, their Authors rarely known ; %y 
| | By 


"4 
Br 


Court of Auguſtus Ceſar. 4 
$1 will periſh in the View of all, 
{to my laſt Gaſp Tyrant, Tyrant call. 
5 Thar. Pardon me, Father, and juſt Rage forgive, - I' 
fer Lite which he cannot receive, 
, -#; {© heroick that he will not live. 
g his Deſire, and ſor this one laſt Hour 
are decreed he ſhall be Emperor ; 
(i; Majeſty's reſolv'd, you heard him ſay, 
urds go, and his imperial Will obey. 
C4 ſ. Let em come on, 'tis Sport that I have try'd 
P hundred Battles, thoutand Deaths defy'd, 
{ now in all their Horrors can deride. [ Draws. 
(As the Guards 4 to fall on, Marcellus draws.) 
II,. Reſtrain your Fury, barb'rous Men! take heed, 
th, y Czar, he that goes not back ſhall bleed. 
Aug. What now? Marcellus“ Dar'ſt thou, Traitor, 
Sword againſt thy Father? where's the Awe, (draw 
We. Iſde Majeity, this Face was wont to bear? | 
Mar. Twere Cowardice in ſuch a Cauſe to fear : 
Nv, Cæſar, either grant my Friend his Life: 
Ir ſee me periſh in the noble Strite. 
Aug. Do, periſh, die; is't poſſible that thou 
Souldit call him Friend, who is thy Father's Foe ?- 
te who thy only Rival is in Pow'r, 
Dot thou not know he would thy Life devour ? 
Who, Serpent-like, does to thy Beem ſpring, 
Ind with warm Foldings does about thee cling, 
Watching his Time when he may ſhew his Sting. 
Cf. This ſuch a Baſenels is, fo black a Guilt, 
That all the Seas of Blood which thou haſt ſpilt, 
With all thy Clouds of Luſts, can't parallel, 
?- Flbou doſt in Falſhood now thy Self excel: 
bit hou'd Marcellus harbour ſuch a Thought, 
lm to ſomething worſe than Ruin brought. 
Mar. Tax not my Loyalty, you are too juſt 
ear? Ibe Firmneſs of my Friendſhip to miſtruſt ; 
Lam all yours, and you ſtand here as fair, 
and faſt, as e'er you ſtood in ſhining War; 
have ſeen you in bright Steel Puſtain 
The Shock of Troops, that made Aſſaults in vain. 
Aug. Ungrateful Wretch! unworthy of a Throne! 
Ul Heav'n, I will adopt another Son: 
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Canſt thou thy Right to Kingdoms give away, fer, 
Thy ſelf and him who rais'd thee thus betray ? ny 
Forget what ſweating Pains, what bloody I oils l. 
We bore, t'adorn our Arms with Nations ſpoils ; x 
Yet with our utmoſt reach ſcarce graſp'd a Crown, - hy. 
Glory than Empire is much eaſier won iph 
Empire's like Heav'n, which who wou'd bravely win, I em 
Muſt Giant-like with high affault begin; vplo! 
Heap Hills on Mountains, Project add to Plot, Vi 


Till huge Foundation for the work be wrought: elf 
And as be climbs, at Stars that croſs him frown, 
And tear 'em faſt as petty Princes down, bo Blc 
Thus thro? all Oppoſition muſt he paſs rſt 
O'er Walls of Cryſtal, Battlements of Braſs ; 
Till Majeſty cries out, this, this alone 
Is he who > Kos becomes, and fits a Throne, 

Ce. Thou talkſt of Cruelty, of Blood and Toih 
Vet having hunted me into the Toil, 
My Lion-Rage with Words far off you brave, 
But come not nigh for fear you find a Grave. 

Aug. Difarm Marcellus, and Cæſario ſlay; 
Kill him, haſte, kill him without more delay. 8 
| [ Julia and Narcifla inter peſe and lud 
* Hold Father. 

1. Hold. 
2 Let me your Wrath atone. 

ar. O hear the Siſter of your once lov'd Son. 
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Fal. Your Daughter hear. [ They come fo ! 

Mar. As you are great be good. ox their Lfr, | 
Jul. And hear the Voice of your crying Blood. ef. 
[ Aug. Treaſon ! Conſpiracy ! they have combin'd Nh 
1 - g N 
With knit Difloyalty to break my Mind, Fot 
|; To waſte my Spirits, and to bow my Will | hay! 
i Yer like an old rough Oak I'll hold out till : nch! 


=_ of the Sighs that blow, and Show'rs that weep, I bay 
ath I 
drazet 


ann 


Life tl 


y Soul to Death ſhall her vow'd purpoſe _ | 
Speak, break your Hearts, the Guſts of Grief III ts} 
Like hammer'd Anvil I'll more blows require, 

That at each ſtroak my Eyes may ſcatter Fire. 

Nar. By all the god-like Honours you have won. 


— = _ 


Ful. By all the Nations that you have undone. * } 
it 0 
I 
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kr. Stop here, the Tempeſt of your Fury lay, 
not the Earth with laſting Storms diſmay. 
7 Or to your rolling Thunder give a Check, 
the Cloud upon your Daughter break. 
he. Yes, Vipers! yes, by Fapiter it ſhall! 
Nichten, thunder ad conſume ye all. 
em, Guards, kill my Niece, my Daughter, Son 
zplorious Death they ſee, haſte, puſh em on. 
Villain —Traitors, dave ye thus give back? 
elfin my own Cauſe revenge will take. ; 
[Agrippa and Mecznas bold bim. 
v Blood's below an Emperor to ſpill, 
firſt diſarm 'em, and then you ſhall kill. : 
[$trives to get from Agrippa. 
wan old Lion ſtruggles with his Prey, 
ich when all torn his flaming Eyes ſurvey, 
e royal Savage ſcorns the eaty Prize, 
{calls his young ones forth with dreadful cries ; 
Peathers round him all the cruel Brood, 
calls em on, and fleſhes em in Blood. 
al from their Arms, Gloriana unveils and meets him.] 
blo. Auguſtus, hold, and Cæſar's Son retire, 
$juſt that I for all ſhou'd once expire; 
rio but for me you ne'er had known, 
b fav'd my Life by hazarding his own. 
auſe Cæſario has my Honour freed, 
ur Doom has ſentenc'd him and theſe to bleed; 
ch to avoid, and ſet all right again, 
, 1 yield to wear my former Chain. 
/, Ah cruel Princeſs! What, what have you done? 
Iwhither wou'd you from Cęſario run? 
Sblt for which I thought Lite worth regard; 
u have your (elf transferr'd that dear Reward 
ich! with thouſand Dangers wou'd have bought, 
have your ſelf my ſharpeſt Torments wrought. 
ath I cou'd meet in its moſt hideous Forms, 
Mmzen Bulls, in Racks, Wheels, Fires, and Storms, 
cannot fee you hi Here, 1 yrant, take 
| | Renders bis Sword. 
Life that does its own diſquiets make. 
ber Vexation, Terror 'tis to thee, 
i; totall Torments 'tis the worſt to me. 
Aug. 
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Aug, I take thy Sword, and when I think it fit, 
Thy Soul her melancholy Houle ſhall quit. 

40. By all heroick Proofs of your high Fame, 
When yours I ceaſe to be, I nothing am: 
Conceal'd exalted Projects fill my Mind, 

IT had not elſe to Cæſar thus reſign'd. 
W hat 1s all yours. 

Cz/. By Heav'n you are all his, 
Already he is ha{t'ning to his Bliss. 
How to yourſelf unkind, to me unjuſt, 
'That wou'd to one ſo known a Tyrant truſt ? 
I ſee his Eyes red with triumphant Luſt. 
I fee him from your ſacred Body tear 
The ſcatter'd Robes in your diſnevled Hair; 
I ſee his bloody Hand, I hear his Tongue 
Cry yield, and now I ſce you thrown along; 
Hands tir'd, Speech loſt, no Rhet'rick now appears, 


Now graſping thee, my Fancy ſhews him nigher, df 
Pale as thy Cheeks, and ſhaking with Deſire; Inge 
I tee him on thy vanquiſh'd Honour tread, Wie ] 
I fee the Rape, and with the Sight am dead, ke! 
Aug. Death ! — PI endure no more, haſte, lead H b: 
And, Guards, upon your Lives, ſecure the Prince. (henafffek 
How dar'ſt thou gaze thus now thy Doom is paſt ? 
Cef. Lil look my Soul out. 
Aug. Do, this Looks thy laſt. 
To rack thee more, thou ſhalt look once again, 
And paſs by Heav'n to Hell; *tis witty pain, 


As obſcene Birds ſnatch the Remains of Light, 
Riſe late in Summer-Eves, and ſet in Night ; 
So like a Bat thou ſhalt her Eyes ſurvey, 
Then in Death's deepeſt Darkneſs dive away. 10 
(He goes out, follow'd by Marcellus, Julia, Nati 6% 
who ſcem to intreat bim; Guards ſtay.) Wa 


Cz. O Glorianga / Uo! 
Glo. O Cæſario | and 
Cz/. Ceaſe ; Tho! 
Let's ſeal our Lips with everlaſting Peace. oy! 
Griets ſo unutterable who can ſpeak ? le l 
Glo Have we Hearts itill ? | läd 
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fe, Grant Heav'n that mine may break. 
610. Cæſario, we muſt il 
Ge. Gods ! ſhe's in haſte, 
ime the Tyrant gave ſhe wiſhes paſt. 
Glo. Cœſar's Commands will inſtantly be ſent, 
better to divide, than to be rent. 
much 1 love 
Czſ. That I would dying hear, 
xi to the Shades the ſweet Expreſſion bear. 
Glo. Why ſhou'd you wiſh what cannot be expreſt, 
gueſs my Flame by that which warms your Breaſt ? 
Pe's Magnitude is harder to declare, 
an tis to tell the Bigneſs of a Star. 
can ſay, if that can Paſſion ſhew, 
u you I'd rather to a Cottage go, 
hn with Zga/?us live, and wear a Crown; 
s, Ts Death to part=——and yet J muſt be gone. 
[i tho* I know, I cannot but look back, 
{gh Adieus, and thouſand Farewels take. 
ger aſter you, and wiſh your Sight, 
Þ 5:45 char languiſh for the Morning Light: 
ke Babes unkindly wean'd, that take no Reſt, 
ad Mn bath in Tears. lie pining for the Breaſt ; 
dena ek your Heart, and when I find it gone, 
? Prep, and {igh, as I would break my own. 
Lz/. Tis Love, *%is Love, the great dear Extaſy, 
ud! with Rapture: find you equal me: 
Fan inch Loves ſhould have fo quick a Doom! 
Me Lives of Lillies, blaſted in their Bloom: 
etwe'll appear in this laſt Minute ſtrong, 
and talk as if our Joys ſhou'd flouriſh long: 
Ve, like proteſting Swains, will plight our Faith, 5 


id wiſh that when we break't, our perjur'd Breath 
| 19 ſtra ight be ſtopt by the cold Hand of Death. 
ain 6%. It not to Death my Paſſion I preſerve, 
Md all the Love which you can give, deſerve, 
ito from their Seats the rival Gods came down, 
and each ſhou'd woe me with a ſtarry Crown; 
Tho the fine Sun, or firer God of Love, 
Mod ſwear they prizd me more than Joys above; 
tt if to them, in all the Beams they wear, 
ldd not thee in humble Weeds prefer, 
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May Lions bolting from the neareſt Wood, 
Quench their hot Thirſt in Glorfana' Blood, | 
Cf. It thou, more Fair than the red Morning day 
Sweeter than pearly Dews that ſcent the Lawn; 
Than blue-cy'd Violets, or the damask Roſe, 
W hen in her hotteſt Fragrancy ſhe glows, 
And the cool Weſt her wafted Odours blows ; 
If thou art not the Darling of my Soul, 
May Mountains big with Curſes on me roll. t 
Glor. On me may Lightnings fall, and Mildews nf} N, 
And may I die at laſt of Mother's Pain. Of 
Caf. May Fove ſhow'r all his Thunders on my Hall 
And may I be deſpis'd when I am dead; bi 
Then as I lie all pale upon the Ground, 1 
May ev'ry Virgin give my Breaſt a Wound; hd 
May no Eye pity me, nor Heart deplore Tha 
That faithleſs Wd, who his firſt Love forſwore. [hh 


V. 
SCENE, The Imperial Chamber. 


Auguſtus, Narciſſa. 
2 


HAT! Shall I never reſt till I am dell 
Nar. I'll wake = in your everlaſting Ae 
I'll baniſh Silence from your Ears, your Eyes 


Aug. 


Aﬀright with Forms of ghaſtly Miſeries : be 
Yet hear m he 

Aug. Thou ſhalt be a Monarch's Wife, Jen 
Ask me no more to ſpare Cæſario's Life ; 4 


A Vagabond thou ſhould'ſt diſdain to own, 
I ſwear I'll match thee to a Prince; be gone. 

Nar. A Prince! what Prince, what King, what Gt 
Equal to him, to my Divinity? (can! 
He is a Prince, a King, a God to me; 

My Heart's firſt, laſt, chief, only Joy; 
Can you hear this, yet purpoſe to deftroy ? 
O Iron Heart 

Aug. Vet you can make it run. 

Soft Fool, be gone: By Heav'n ſhe melts me dow! 
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Var. My milky Infancy why did you grace, 
Ind flatter ſo while you did me embrace? 
's danfiad ſwear this was the prettieſt charming Face 
there no ſweetneſs left, nor grace to move? 
grown old? Have I quite loſt your love? 
0 kind Remains? All Promiſes forgot? 7 
Aug. They are, they are, and I will pay thee nought ; 
In call'd to high Affairs, and muſt not ſtay, 
to your Garden-huſwifery, away. 
sr. Tis well indeed you can remember that; 
times as I on Beds of Violets fat, 
eſo on my Knees plac'd your Majeſtick Head, 
Meile on your Crown my Infant-fingers plaid, 
Ind all your Silver Hairs 1n Order laid ; 
Id then you ſmil'd and promis'd, nay you ſwore 
Thatever I cou'd ask of bounteous Pow'r, 
Jt hould be grayted : This you needs muſt know, 
d Heav*n that heard you, ſure will angry grow, 
Mad will revenge, if you deny me now. 
Hug. Auguſtus cannot with Ceſario ſtand : 
ing his Life, thou doſt my Death demand. 
wo C #ſars the rent World will ne'er obey, 
rell two Rival Suns might drive the Day, 
"7 ea Partner brook in heav'nly Sway. 
ar. Poor Prince, you wrong him, he an Emperor! 
n den A, he never meant to ſhare your Pow'r ; 
ing Uwe but his Life, and he with me ſhall dwell 
6 Groves, which all your Palaces excel; 
Where Heav'n and Earth their choiceſt Wealth beſtow, 
Mere no ſuch Weeds as Pride and Envy grow. 
Well mock the Arts of Courts, and harms of State, 5 


Vhere thoſe are higheſt that wade deep in Fate, 

ie Giants very cruel, very great. 

Hug. Well, leave me, I'll conſider what to do; 

io lives, and owes his Life to you. 

Eller, Live! ſhall he live! O Heav'ns pronounce it 
jak, let him live, diſtin&ly once again, (plain; 
lat I may die upon the raviſh'd found, 

ad with my laſt Breath eccho Live, around. 
lu you, perhaps, your Myſtick Mind untold 

ariddling Terms, like Oracles of old ; 
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48 _ Gloriana ; or, the 
And I unknowing Innocence, may take | 
Your Purpoſe wrong, and ſome Cole Error make. 
Dear, dreadful Sir, let me this Grace receive. I 
Shall he, without Equivocation, live ? 

; nter Gloriana. „ 
Aug. Riſe, dear Narciſſa, riſe, haſte and retire," 
I yield, T grant whatever you require. 
Nar, This is my hated Rival; e'er I go, 
I'll watch, and — ſhe acts with Cæſar know. | Wii 
Aug. Ambition's Poiſon which the Spirit's bum 

And all the Blood to liquid Sulphur turn ; 

The Toil of War, when Action makes us ſweat; 
Scorch'd with our ſultry Arms redoubled heat Tz 
Plagues, Surfeits, Fevers, the great Harms of Peace 
Contracted by exceſſive Idleneſs, 4 
Are Dew-drops to the Brands, the glowing Fire 
You kindle here, and with your Breath inſpire. 

Glor. My Tears ſhall quench the Flame. 

Aug. You may as well _ 
Put out the Sun, or quench the Fires of Hell. 

I thought you ſet for ever, but you riſe 
More glorious, more tormenting to my Eyes. Tc. 

Glor. Of furious Paſſion why ſnou'd you complain, 

To me? Aml the Author of your Pain? | 

Or can I help what you ordain ſhall be? 

You raiſe the Storms, and caſt *em upon me. 
The Works of Beauty, like itſelf, are fair; 
1 beg tor Peace, tis you that thunder War = 
Like March, tyrannick Rage black Tempeſts pours, \, 

But I, like April, am all Sun and Show'rs. . 

Aug. Tis true, continu'd Storms my Peace moleh x: 

And, like old Ocean, I can never reſt; 

About my Head many State- Tempeſts ſing, 
And rapid Troubles the raisd Billows wing; 
Vet Beauty's Influence, like the Moon's below, 
Is Cauſe of Paſſion's conſtant Ebb and Flow ; 
But *tis at length by me refolv'd, Iwill 
For the World's Quiet, and my own, be ſtillß 
You, like the yon of Love, waſted in Calm, ³⁵⁶ 
Diſtilling cordial Sweets, and healing Balms, 


Shall lulf my ſtormy Cares, and. rock my Head 
Pillowe of thy Boſom laid. 


On the ſoft 


Sor, Shall then Cæſario live? 

He ſhall, he muſt, 25 
indiſputable, be thou but juſt: 

[Kindneſs my unwearied Love regard, 

ire my Services their due Reward. 

. Let him but live, and that Reward may come. 
. Live! he ſhall live beyond the Day of Doom; 
Went, yield, bow thy Beauties to my Wil 
t thou have Blood? thou ſhalt whole Nations 
rt oblige the World you'd Breath beſtow, (ſpill ; 

Life will be too little; no, 
Simmortality can ne'er ſuffice,  - | 

but the-word, the dead, the dead ſhall riſes 
chat dy'd a thouſand Years ago, a7 
burſt Death's Adamantine Gates below, 
= Pluto ſhould himſelf the Porter ſtand, 
ruſh amaz'd to Light, at thy Command. 

. * Tis fit that none beneath an Emp'ror ſhou'd. 
wie with Pompeys high extracted Blood: 
ow Cæſario's young, and charming fierce, 

Wits Zugu/tus rules the Univerſe : 
 WMliince Cæſario durſt attempt fo well, 

e let him live, but in ſtrange Countries dwell, 
not preſume to ſhew his Follies here, 
ies if he again in Rome appear. 

dug. My Paiton drinks your Eyes refreſhing Streams : 
Þ 2 your Breath, and — o'er oy Steams; 
my Joy's ſo ſprightly, fierce, refin'd, | 
15 AH the Brun kenneſt o' th? Mind: 
oe nis'd with Wine equal with Monarchs move, 

Lings are Gods when extaſy'd by Love. 

bor. With equal Paſſion I your Raptures greet, 

ld as fierce Fires your hotteſt Burnings meet; 

tas Tbaleſtris, Alexander fought, | 
with ſuch Arms as no Deſtruction wronght : 
Num upon you, with a Heav'n of Charms, 

make you buckle when you're out of Aris, 

dig. O thou art all the ſweetneſs of the Earth, 

W mak'ſt me young, nay giv'lt me a new Birth; 
Kdolt ſuch Virgin thoughts to me reſtore, | 
M ne'er had known Delights before. 


8 | Narciſſa 
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Narciſſa meets lem going out. 'T 
Nar. Stay, Cæſar, ſtay, thou Man of mighty Ill, 6: 
Hear' me, and all theStings of Horror feel ; Who 
If you perſiſt, go on in this dark _ 1 
May you arrive at Hell; may never Day, 
Nor Glory which did once your Breaſt enflame, 
G11d your Atchievements, nor adorn your Name: 
May you be hurl'd from the high Helm of State, 
And ſeem more vile than ever you were great. | 
Aug. This Seed of Fire, left it ſhou'd ſpread about Y 
Iwill diſcreetly in its growth put out; | 
She ſhall a Pris'ner be, take her away. Jr 
Nar. Bind me in Dungeons yet I will not ſtay: Wit 
To publiſh thy Dif ce l ſhoot thro' Pores, 
I'll pierce, I'll fly, Pl burſt the Priſon Doors ; 
This Seed of Fire ſhall get ten thouſand Fears, 
And ſet the World on blaze about your Ears. Feit 
Aug. No, to the Veſtals you ſhall go, and there, 
Since you're ſq hot, the ſacred Fires repair; 
While you have any Breath there reek your ſpight 
This frantick Zeal will make 'em burn more bright, Þ 
_  Glor. Tho! highly born, yet educated low, lie 
Diſtznce, Degrees, and Forms ſhe cannot know; 
She like a Shepherdeſs by Princes lov'd, 
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That dear beloy'd, that darling Heart away, C weeping hat 
And in its room a cold dead Figure lay. 
But I will be reveng'd to pieces tear 
T hboſe borrow'd Eyes, and that inchanted Hair; 
Pull off thy Pride, diſrobe thy gorgeous Pow'r, 
And ſtripp'd of thoſe, ſhew thee a Witch all o'er. 
Aug. Away to ſome dark Room let her be had, 
Fox either you and I, or ſhe is mad. 


Is dazzled with the height to which ſhe's mov'd, PE 
| Tho? bold to madneſs, pardon her for me, t 
9 Excuſe her Ignorance and leave her free. 449 
; Nar. At thy Requeſt! diſdainful as you are, lie \ 
3 Offending, falſe, and moſt deſtructive Fair, "Pc: 
. Rather than with thy Pray'rs JI freedom buy, kat 
1 Dark as thy Soul 1 will in Dungeons lie. el 
By Pnilters, Witchcraft, and infernal Art, N 
| | is true that thou haſt ſtoln Cæſaric's Heart: Alt 
Thou like a cruel Fairy didſt convey dy 


A 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. pt 
Nar. Yes, go devour your ſelves with eager Luſt, 
Iſh with the Pangs of Paſſion, grind to Duſt ; 
vin'd with Diſhenour infamouſly one, 
Y may ye to the bluſhing: World be ſhewn : 
Ponce the grim laſci vious God of War, 
ſuught by the jealous Husband's watchful Care, 
tiling Love's melting Empreſs, was betray'd, 
idiculous to all high Rulers made, 
Why thy Gold Scepter wither in her hand, 
h ell be a Slave, and ſtill may ſhe command. [ Exit. 
bh, Ceſar is mov'd, in his confid'tate Eye 
Jad Remorfe, and warring Paſſions ſpy ; 
With ſtronger Charms 'tis juſt I draw him on, 
let the revenging Deed be leſt undone. 
ig. No, I'll not go to bed to taſte. the Joy, 
de lovely Poiſon whoſe fad fweets deſtroy ; 
Father in Bed nor Throne I'll be her Slave, 
r Neſt of Pleaſures, but my Honour's Grave: 
tre like Pigmalion's Image will I ſtand, 
t, Pitnever to be warm'd by any Hand. 
he, Þ 5/0. What ſudden Horror's this that clouds your Eyes, 
ute Damps which from ſome Vault's foul bottom rite ? - 
moth'ring the chearful Lights that ſhone ere while, 
turns to mortal Frowns your ev'ry Smile 
ite Breath of any Man can warm, or chill, 
t yours alone can make alive, or kill. 
we Of late fo coy, and now ſo forward grown : 
lie Myſteries of Love I have not known, 
Pn can I this dark Riddle's meaning guels ; 
i Fate be in't, let Fate it ſelf expreſs : 
el vaſt Appetite, yet dread to ear, 
bit I faw that Death were in the Mear. 
ulf ſtarv'd Fiſh that ſear the mortal Hook, 
dy the lovely Bait drawn in are ſtrook ; 
een e hangs ſo fair, fo tempting to my Eye, 
Ruin wait, III taſte her tho? I die. [Exeunt, 


SONG. 


How ſevere 1s Fate to break a Heart 
That never went a roving ; 


To torture it with endleſs ſmart, 
For too much 1. loving: 
2 
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52  CGloriana; or, the 
I Bleed, I Bleed, I melt away, 
J waſh my watry Pillow : 


T walk the Woods alone all day, 
And wrap me round in Willow, 


I. 


4 
Czfario ſolus, rifing as from Sleep. | 7 

Cf. Pl not endure't ; hence from my Fancy rſh: 
Or I to nought your frightful Air will cruſh: * ht 
Methought I ſaw her in Auguſtus Bed, f 
And after by my fide beheld her dead. Tic 
Die, Gloriana, better thou ſhouldſt bleed, ut 
Than once conſent in Thought to ſuch a Deed. Why 
Enter N. arciſſa. 0 br 

O beauteous Virgin, Daughter of the Spring, 2 
Who to my Winter doſt refreſhings bring, 
Still all in Tears? Like the celeſtial Bow, hin! 
Bending with Cares and Sorrows that o'erflow;z hd: 


Tho' bright yet fad thy ſhinings all appear, 2 
And on thy 8 Glory hangs a Ties... Wet te 

Nar. Alas I know not what I have to ſay, Wich 
Yer I methinks could talk to you all day; ie 
Tell you the mightineſs of T yrant Love, Ie u: 
And how I cou'd from Courts with you remove; Þ| Ce/ 
Cou'd like the humble Lark in my cold Neſt, er 
Abroad all Night in froſty Meadows reſt : Mar 
So I my Vows to you my Star might bring, h whe 
And ev'ry Morning Songs of Sorrow ſing. For th. 

Caf. G Torment which the gen'rous cannot beareÞh Vir 
Ceaſe thy lamented Story to declare, Vile as 


Doleful and ſweet as waking Nightingales, ho x 
When they repeat in Groves their tragick Tales, Ce 
Nar. Is it then writ in the dark Books above, Iich! 


That you the poor Narci//a ne'er ſhall love? ee vil 
That ſhe ſhall languiſh with eternal Pain, Ke þ 
And never, never be belov'd again? And ſp 
O ſtay, 1 ſee denial in your Eyes: To ha 

\ Yet as when ſome belov'd Relation dies, War. 
We to the Perſon whom he lov'd moſt dear Who u 
With Caution come, firſt uſher Doubt then Fear, Þ He: 
And with fad Preparation teach the Ear; nd C. 
So to my trembling Heart be cruel, kind, 0 Bat 


And ſooth with ſott delays my wounded Mind. | 
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Je, 1 will for ever thus before thee ſtand, | 
Mak, fit, or live, or die at thy command. 

Nor. "Tis Heav'n to be thus Part of one poor Hour, 
oh gaze and talk; alas, 1 ask no more. 

yet methinks = 

ou and me the Emperor wou'd ſecure ; 

ere you my Company mult needs endure, 

b fome cloſe Priſon for a Year or fo, 

ind fuch thouſand ways my Love to ſhew, 

Nich thouſand pretty ces to ſerve, 

at you ſhould fay at laſt ſhe does deſe rye————_ 
* fob perhaps, and as I weary lay 
Pere your Feet, with Tears my Labour pay- 

Ceſ. O arm thy gentle Boſom with Diſdain, 

hid o'er thy Heart a noble Conqueſt gain. 
Think me alas unworthy to receive, 
Jul the vaſt Preſent to Bae other give. 

Nor. There is no reaſon why we love, nor how, 
Jet to the Yoke we all ſubmiſſive bow 
Ih equal Feet Love treads on Kings and Swains ; £ 


Ie Death, o'er ev'ry Neck he caſts his Chains; 
Ie wakes in Thrones, and ſleeps in flow'ry Plains. 
: LC, Will you forgive me, if I preſs to hear 
tlow Gori ana does her Sorrows bear? #7 
Nor. Yes, that's the beauteous Thief that ſtole my 
h whom your Soul ignobly does delight ; (Right, 
or the Bleſt know, tho? ſhe more beauteous be, 
enn Virtue ſhe comes ſhort, far ſhort of me. 
Me as ſhe is, untrue to all her Vos, 
Who now the Tyrant's proffer'd Luſt allows. 
„ |. Ce, O do not ſpot thy Virgin Purity 
„ ich ſuch Untruths, for T loſt as J. 
Ie vile! ungentle, cruel as you are, 
like heed, take beed, thou moſt injurious Fair, 
And ſpeak no more, leit you be underſtood 
To have a Spice of Ceſar in your Blood. 
Nar. If there be Truth in what the Dying fay, 
Wo wou'd ſuſpected with the Living ſtay. 
r, WW Heav'n the is as falſe as I am true, 
Ind Car wholly does her Soul ſubdue: 
o Baniſhment the call'd your ſentenc'd Head, 
4 nd fleeps this N ight in the Imperial Bed. 


C 3 C 


54 | Gloriana; or tbe 
Cef. Nu ſuch Thundring ſhall my Venpenat® 1 
make | _ 7 

Tno' the were charm'd, ſhe ſhould. no Slumber take) 
Tþo? ſhe were *fleep»———ſleep ! were ſhe dead yell C 


ſhe ſhov'd wake. N 
II rouze her with the Noiſe of all my Wrongs, 0G 
Furies ſhall call her with eternal Tongues, Did 
Falſe, falſe, forſworn But I unjuſt appear, [oy 
And you more cruel than the Tyrant are ; Ii 
Cruel to add to ſuch a Maſs of Grief, bot! 
And I unjuſt to give your Words Belief. Jo 


Nar. How! think me guilty of a Lye; O Heayhl Give 
Have I liv'd thus !'=—Yet may you be ſorgiv'n; 2 


Jam unfit to live and you to love, Thi. 
Let me to Death, and you to War remove; Freat 
You cannot be too rude in Armour dreſs'd, Na 
Since Cruelty is there like Fame proſeſs'd, | | Ile 
Like Love in Courts, it raves in ev'ry Breaſt, . Wd 


Nor ſhall | need your Sword to make a Wound, he 
This laſt Unkindneſs weighs me to the Ground. For 
O all ye Vows of Paſſion that I gave! 


Return, and let me hide ye in the Grave. | Ce 
Caf. Fall firſt ten Millions ſuch as I, e'er thou I 
To any Grief my Folly murmiur'd bow: Heart 


Lcok up, thou Eye o'th' World, why does. the Rel It n 
That now adorn'd thy Cheeks appear ſo dead? 
What fatal Purple's his that ſhakes thy Lip ? 

Nar .I'm adding one {mall Grain to Death's vaſt Be 


Thy Love, thy Love, hard-hearted Cæſar's Son, All 
The poor accus'd Narciſſa has undone. les, ( 
Methinks you are not now fo lovely quite, Ill ho 
Or elſe 'tis Death that darkens thus my Sight: | LOT 
Not to believe! tu as ſo unkind a part, Harm 
1] here wanted only that to break my Heart. 

Cef. Believe! I ſucar I do, I will believe, Mar 
And bet for thee I u ilLhereafter live; Cel. 
II] rear that cruel Sorccrels from my Breaſt, Mar 
And pſanc thee there of all my Heart pofſelsd: 040 
O do not die and leave me dumb, deaf, blind, ber, 
Expos'd to all the Curſes of Nlankind; Why 
Whole Earth will arm it felt againſt my Head, Ju 


And all the Pamn'd torment me when I'm dead, 
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, Ah ſoft Repoſe, how ſweetly now I reſt, 
if your Boſom were with Roſes dreſs'd: 
+4 \ nuld ou have been thus kind if I had liv'd ? 
., Witneſs - 
Nar. Nay, now you ſhall not be believ'd: 
D Gloriana, bleſt 2 Women, how 
Didſt thou this Heart to thy falſe Beauty bow? 
[overheard her with the Emperor, 
Tis dying Truth, ſhe loves you leſs than Pow'r ; 
I 1 above the World, or that high Bliſs 
Jo which I haſte For my Soul's laſting Peace. 
ere me thy Love=—no more. 
Ceſ. My Soul receive, 
Which thus infus'd, ſhall a new Being give, 
tathe with my Breath, and with my Being live. 
Jar. The mighty Cordial does my Senſes cloy, 
| Ide like thoſe that ſurfeit with vaſt Joy: | 
Hd you fuch Words ſome Minutes ſooner ſpoke 5 


They'd faſten'd Life, but now 'tis vain to ſpeak, 
For what can hold us when our Heart - ſtrings vrear 5 f 
res. 
Ceſ. Take me along, by Heav'n PII follow thee, 
1. Fit how, no Inſtrument of Deſtiny ? 
Hart, canſt not break like hers "= 5H calm ſhe went ; 
del unt mine's too big, and muſt with Fate be rent, 

Tom from my Priſon Houſe : why ſo it ſhall, 
Ums and leave my Brains on yonder Wall. 
 HeaQWie ' tis moſt fit; yet &er the Deed be wrought, 
tl! not the Blood of Pompey know her Fault? 

ls, Gleriana, yes, thou murd'ring Fair, 
Il hollow Death and Vengeance in thy Ear; 
Flowe thee from Glory's Grave with potent Cries, 
tham'd like a naked Ghoſt compell'd to rife. 
Enter Marcellus. 
Mar. I bring thee kaſty News, live, live, but fly, 
Ceſ. News Pr thy News, look there and bid me die. 
Mar, My Sifter dead! 
Ce. She parted from Life's Tree 
ard, like green Fruit, and ſhe was pluck' d by me: 
Why doſt thou bend her? Life thou canſt not mould; 
Neu like Alabaſter, fair but cold. 
b Mar. 


*, 
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Mar. O batb'tous Friend !==Friend! I the Name f M 
But 'tis thy Blood that muſt her Loſs atone ; (owe r 
Thy own eurft Tongue which did her Murder boaſt, : 


Has ſentenc'd thee to Death For ever Toft; Mou 
Die, royal Wreteh LM 
Cef. What does thy Arm arreſt ? 
T have no Sword, and proffer thee my Breaſt: = 
Why doſt thou turn thy melting Eyes away? Ce 
I am in haſte for Death, and cannot ſta xy. 
Mar. Thou art not yet fo blaek, but my quick die r t. 
El Thro' all thy Shades can ſpy ſome” Streaks of Light Ire 
_ Tho bloody, thou art yalrant, and ] ſcorn ing 
1I0b give bale Death to one ſo nobly born: 


1 Thou fhalt in equal Duel periſh. 

. Cef. No, 

| Thou wert my Friend, and canſt not be my Foe, Ii al 
' *Tis true, thy Sifter died for love of me; Grant 


Can Mortals help what Heav'n ſets down ſhall be? M 

Am I in Fault? To thee I muſt be ſo ; 

'Then right thee here, *twill prove a welcome Bloy, 
Enter Julia. 

J. Caſario, hve ! what means my fatal Lord? 
Is poſſible that you can draw your Sword Glor 
| Againſt your Friend, that Friend whoſe Life of late 
Our Pray*rs redeem'd from near approaching Fate? 

Mar. Look there, and blame the Vengeance I thou 
Is this a Friend? does he deſerve to live ? (Au dat 
The horrid Crime which he has done peruſe, 
And then the Juſtice of my Rage excuſe. 
1 Cæſ. Something in this laſt Treatment ſhews thee ba 
Thou call'ſt my Grime what my Misfortune was: 
Should I have us'd thee thus, who wert to me 
A thouſand time more dear than Liſe cou'd be? What 
Tul. Howe'er unfortunate, *rwas a dread Deed, Lo. 
At fuch a Sight my Father's Eyes will bleed. (ith | 
q Yet, oh Marcellus“ ſpare Ceſario's Liſe, When 
* *Tis due to Friendſhip, and your weeping Wiſe. The 
3 Sorrow ſo noble paints his manly Look, 
That to the Heart I am with Piry ſtrook. Kill roc 
Let his Life's former Acts this once perſuade, 
For Faults perhaps Which his II- fortune made. 
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UAE Mor. 'Tis in the Clouds what &er it be, and why, 


8 


ny Heart ſays, by me he cannot die; 
Mit fly, be gone to ſome far Deſart, where 
Nou mayſt with Safety live, thou canſt not here; 
Wor tho? we ſpare thee, C2ſar will not ſpare. 
Jul. Go, go, Cæſario, fly thy threatning Fate, 
Ia fly from thoſe thou mak'ſt unfortunate. 
Ce. Wretch that I am, and Terror to the Earth! 
Where, where is now th* Advantage of my Birth, 
to be highly miſerable ? No, 
tt; rcellus, yet there's ſomething left to do; 
Ning me, before we part for ever, where] 
may to Gloriana's Guilt appear: 
V Heav'n, not fhe nor Cæſar ſhall be harm'd, 
Jr 1 will go with nought but Sorrow arm'd. 
all Remembrance of our Friendſhip paſt, 
brant me this one Requeſt, for 'tis my laſt. 
V.. I will do this! go not that way, my Eyes 
ww ſick, and Clouds of Death before me riſe. [Ex. 


SCENE, The Emperor's Bed-Chamber. 


Gloriana ſola, dreſs'd in White, with a Dagger in ber 
ate Hand, Tapers, &c. 


hou Glo. He dies, this Idol of the Earth ſhall down; 
det Brow that aw'd the World with ev'ry Frown, 
Dis Night ſhall bear its Terrors to the Grave, 
ere Great Auguſtus ſhall his Empire have, 
e balFWhen he is dead, Marcellus muſt brad, 
, Jud to high Safety call his noble Friend: 
Io fave my Honour, and Cz/ario too, 
bat more can Gloriana wiſh to do? 
„ore! how maſculine are all my Fires? 
Ich what dread Thoughts the God my Breaſt inſpires ? 
When like a Lion all compogd to reſt, 
Tyrant leans upon my Virgin Breaſt, 
I golden Dreams expecting boundleſs Bliſs, 
[rock him faſt, for ever faſt with this. 
bark he comes, I muſt my Arm prepare, 
{© to the Bed, and wait his coming there. 


+ Glo. Who's this? am I awake, or do I fee 
"C zſarro here indeed, can this be he? 


58 Gloriana; or the 
Cæſardo enters,- poes to the Bed, draws the Curtain 
N is ber; /he "riſes amar d. s 


If thou be — Son that did adore 
The Blood of Pompey, ſpeak, or love no more. 
Cæſ. Love no möôre. b 
Glo. bent hg thou thus with frightful Action 
Or art thou but the Ghoſt of him that was? 
C/. The Ghoſt of him that was. | 
Glo. Such by thy ſtedfaſt Eyes thou wouldſt ape 
Thy dread Replies unuſual Horror bear, mee! 
Yer ſure that Form my Soul can never fear. 
Who was thy Murd'rer, if thou murder'd be? 
By Ceſar ſlain? or wert thou kill'd by me tis 
Cs. Kill'd by thee: | ful 
Glo. Ceaſe, horrid Eecho, ceaſe and tell at large, Ju. 5 
What doſt thou ſeek, what is it thou wouldſt charge. ( 
Some dreadful Buſineſs drives thy ſtormy Mind, chi 
In Gloriana's Breaſt a Haven find. 
Art thou diſtracted with thy mighty Grief? ta 
Or wouldſt thou gain from wretched me Relief? y 
Cz/. IT came to ſeek for painted Virtue here, . L 


wn 


loo 


1 


For one exceeding falſe, exceeding fair ; . 
For one whoſe Breaſt ſhone like a Silver Cloud, Ik 
But did a Heart compos'd of Thunder ſhroud ; Pty 
For one more weeping than the Face of Nile, P®the 
W hoſe liquid Cryſtal hides the Crocodile ; . © 


For one who, like a God from Heav'n, did pour a. ” 
Rich Rain, but Luſt was in the golden Show'r; Pho 


For one who, like Pandora, beauteous flew, beſe 
But a long train of Curſes with her drew; Tent | 
For one who like a Rock of Diamonds ſtood, | fo 


But hemm'd with Death, and univerſal Flood. Pech 
Glo. Did I not know you of the nobleſt Frame, II 


I muſt confeſs you might the manner blame : Was 
Appearance would ſome jealous Troubles raiſe, tad | 
Reſpect the Time, the Poſture and the Place; al 
But truſt me and retire, Ws] 

Cæſ. Still worſe———Retire, [re 
And leave thee here to roll in ſinful Fire, Lass! 


Like a fair Glutton gorging vaſt Deſire. Tue, 


- . 
„ wa 
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este of Angels! ſuch with Awe 
didſt appear when firſt thy Form 1 ſaw; 
came down, and Beauty hover'd there, 

Veting as the Boſom of the Air : 

ot more wiſh'd, nor eaſter had than thou; 

which, the Gods to Men and Brutes allow. 

Have I deſerv'd this? but you may go on, 

iich will better by your Guilt be ſhewn 

is true, the Dreſs of Innocance you have, 
ok as you were going to a Grave, 

d to crumble into Roſy: Duſt, 

Peet a Tomb, and not the Bed of Luft : 

Heaven is in your Face all clean and white, 

Goddeſſes in Fleſh, ſo clear to Sight; 

ds not fit I tell what's lodg'd within, 

full thy Boſom is of fouleſt Sin. 

ge, Nel. 8 L. for Lam prepar'd the worſt to hear. 

O ſuch a Heart thou haft that lodges there, 

W things deadly and perverſe does will : 

bright Palaces black Tyrants kill; 

tal Damps are hid in golden Mines, 

rav'd. Spirits lurk in ſacred Shrines. 

. Have you done yet? | 

. The Ills that thou haſt done, 

Alke the Steeds of Night, for ever run, 

6 ſtill laſhing on; for thee, Ingrate, 
the Cauſe of dead Narci/e's Fate. 

„O Heav'ns ! 

N 'Twas Love of thee that urg'd her Doom: 
uthought'ſt thy Perjury ſhould never come 
lteſe deluded — but *twas from her 

Ft how excellently falſe you were: 
| fond Fool, would not believe, till the 
beth confirm'd thy matchleſs Treachery. 

ne, P | feem'd indeed with Cz/ar to conſent, 

Ws to give him fatal Puniſhment ; 

end his | S's with one great Blow, 

a all your Rage in vain. effay'd to do. 

Wis] leant on the Imperial Bed, 

j reſolv'd with this to ſtrike him dead; 

61 urg'd you to retire at firſt, 


| me, or may I be tor ever cured, 
0! | Caf. 


609 Gloriana; or, the © 
Cef. 1 know, I know you cannot want Excuſe, 
The Fair are ſtill moſt witty in Abuſe; * © 
But I am arm'd, with Demonſtration arm'd, ( 
And will no more with Beauty's Wounds be harm 
Did not the Dying ſpeak it? perfe& Proof; a 
I heard, I've ſeen, by Heav'n there is enough; © 
Iwill be deaf as Winds when Seamen pray, 
And ſweep as furious and as ſwift as they. 
Glo, Yet cruel turn ? 
Ceſ. By all the Gods, I'll not, 
I am reſolv'd, and will no more be caught: 
'Thus turning from thee, thus I loſe the Sight 
Of all I ever lov'd. I'll take my Flight 
Beyond the Scythian Hills, where horrid Care 
a With her cold Sighs chills all the neighb'ring Air; 
3» Freezes Life's Heat, and binds the ſpringing Blood; 
= Where Mirth and Joy are Words not underſtood; 
1 Where thouſand Sorrows ſhoot along the Glades, 
5 And melancholy fits in mighty Shades: 

i 71 Thither 1'll fly, and darken all the Place, "i 
1 And with new Clouds the ſolemn Mourners grace; F 
1 With Floods of Tears I'll waſh the Stains of 1 Lovg 
And raiſe all Cæſar to the T hrones above. ch 

Glo. Be gone, to Death, to Death, Cæſario, , g 
Or if you fear, I' teach you how to die: 
I'll be your Guide in your dark courſe, and ſhow | 4ug 
The way to Heav'n, which. ſure you do not know: F th 
I'll imp your Pinions, when they flag with Guilt, Nes 
And reft you on ſome Cloud's embroider'd Quilt; lu. 


Chide your Suſpicions as you weeping fit f he 
Yet pardon all the Faults you did oh: ki 
Thou wilt believe me true when I am dead, r hal 
And Death will free me from the Tyrant's Bed: 7 ſt 

| w 


Turn then, behold the Offering which I make, * 
The laſt of Pompey dying for thy fake. Jar's 
Ce/. Hold, Gloriana, deſperate murd'ring Fait! 

Thus, is it thus thou would'it thy Honour clear? 
Each drop that falls will to an Ocean ſwell, 
To ſwallow me; (who can the Horror tell?) 

I drown, I'm ſunk beneath the Depths of Hell. 
But I'll not ſpeak to thee, my Breath's ſo ſoul, 
That ev'ry poiſonous Word will blaſt thy Soul. 


N N 
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Glo. Ah cruel kind! I can but loſe the now, 
Death's leſs dreadful than thy angry Bro-; 
e dreadful Scene was ſo ſeverely wrought, 
wept I dy'd, I muſt be guilty,thought : 
no more the Crime of Fate upbraid ; 

pe thy bath'd Eyes, and raiſe thy drooping Head, 

Js, we were not for each other made. 
Ce. Night! everlaſting Night 
Glo. Do not grieve 
th my laſt Breath Pardon and Love receive. 


port ME, 
* Firmer than old Atlas ſtands, 
In hd richer Heav'n with mortal Hands. 
Glo, Take me ſecur'd from paſt and future harms, 
„ Neid to thy Neck, and ſinking in thy Arms: 
the long dark way=—— 
1; Cer. Not yer. ; 
"I 6h. Farewel. | Dies. 
Ce. Back, thou departing Life, back to the Cell, 
Wer Heart in Heav'n, thou canſt not ſweeter dwell ; 
e Ne the ſtill Pulſe, and thaw each frozen Vein; 
ow zurn, I fay, P11 force thee back again; 
ch the bare Soul juſt plunging into Bliſs, 
fr, P* give it back with this faſt deathleſs Kiſs. 
Enter Auguſtus in bis Migbt- goun. 
„ Lg. Thus when the Royal Eagle ſtoops to pair, 
ih a delib'rate Ving he beats the Air; | 
I, Peas all the Queens of his Heroick Race, 
t; J Judge whoſe Eyes deſerve Imperial Grace: 
Pit having choſe, aloft his Empreſs bears 
Io kiſs Fove's feet, and know her kindred Stars: 
9 hall my Miſtreſs fit enthron'd above, 
1, Pi are my Glory, and then taſte my Love. 
who art thou? my Rival arm'd! who waits? 
Jar's betray'd mm 
* Enter Meccenas and Guards. 
Ce. Call the oppoſing Fates, 
With all the Forces of the hghting Earth, 
T1 wou'd periſh as becomes my Birth. 
1, 55 How cam'ſt thou here? 
I 1 will not tell thee how, | 
l. ald the Gods ask, I have not leiſure now: 


Oh! 


But 


Thou fhalt be raed an Age, and then be damn'; 


But ſhall Revenge be wanting to Deſpair ? 


et I'll be juſt to Any as to Love ; 


But more to blow thy hate, and on diſdain 

Pile burning Rage, -behold' thy Miſtreſs lain, 

Now give me Death. 
Aug. Death! thou haſt nothing nam'd, | 


Glortana, bright unhappy Fair! Li! 


Kill him, he dies tho' Ce/ar ſhould come down, 


And for his Life with ſacred Sighs atone, us 
Cef. I thank thee, mighty Rival SG 
Yet e'r my Ghoſt puts bn her airy Shroud, th 


Behold I kneel, who. ne'er to Man yet bow'd, d c 
And beg that when the fatal Fire's convey'd, 
By which this Body muſt be Aſhes made, 7b 
Some of my Duſt, as a more gen'rous Doom, 
may be inc los'd in Gloriana's- Tomb. 

Aug. Thou crav'ſt thoſe Honours that my Enyy n 


Thou ſhalt not vainly kneel, I will. comply 
With your deſires, Cæſario riſe and die. Tec) 
C. This AR of Virtue, tho? fo lately ſhewn, n. 
Will in Oblivibn all your Vices drown : 
Now, Guazds, your mighty Maſter's Will obey, 
Aim'd at my Heart your pointed Weapons lay; 
With all your Spears my Body thus encloſe, 
And let me ſet in Glory as I roſe. Ee 
Aug. The Fate he claims my Juſtice has decreed, n 
And tho' I turn me from the bidden deed, +- Witt 
Vet for the Empire's ſafecy he muſt bleed. die 
Ce/. Thus fell my Father, thus encompaſs'd roam 


And born beneath him Glory to the ground; NC. 
With the remains of Life I'll drag me on, (1, 
And at thy Knees for Eyer lay me down. Ie in 


Oh Happineſs O pleaſure in Death's pangs! ia 
My hovering Soul o'er thy lov'd ſweetneſs hangs: Þ* 
FI! graſp her all, and Love ſhall aſt be mine 

Give me but this, Ceſar, the World is thine. [M\« 


Enter Agrippa. dug 

Agr. Heay'n Ceſar guard ! ral 
Aug. Oh my Agrippa, fee, ber 
Behold the malice of my Deltiny 5 10 thy 
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"Frible Death which I ſo often bhrawd, 
ith this laſt vizard has the Victor ſcar'd. 
Ar. Vet by the fall of Love Empire's acquir'd, 
e with your Miſtreſs Cæſar's Son expir'd. 
Pd; Mc. Thus when th' Immortals take, they greatly give, 
A bribe your big affronted Heart to live. | 
Aug. But all Earth's Kingdoms cannot equal weigh 
Ich the vaſt ſums Love in the Scale did lay: 
us the great Governours return me Braſs 
I Gold, and for my Diamonds barter Glaſs. 
Ti this time I had been in Bed in Heav'n, 
xd o'er their heads with tow'ring Pleaſures du v'n. 
Enter Tiberius. 
ib. Yet fortify your mind, dread Sir, and hear. 
What none but I durſt offer to your Ear, 
te by Narcz//a's loſs more ſpite has ſhewn. 
ag. Ha! 
2 Marcellus ſtay'd by 2 from the ground, 
Ak in her Arms, and dy'd without a wound : 
Perch'd on his Limbs the Princeſs lies all pale, 
n, f ſoon will periſh except you prevail. 
Ar. We mult ſubmit to the Divine Commands. 
hn. No, P11. not take a blow more at their Hands: 
ie me a Fun'ral Pile, and round me. mourn, | 
tis reſolv'd like Hercules. EI burn. 
Pef mortal as his poiſon' d ſhirt ſticks faſt, 
eech e now I wiſh that my laſt Hour were paſt; 
Wat my immortal Honours were begun, 
e, I'II ſer this Ev'ning with: the Sun. 
mon the Earth, wrong d Livia“ Son proclaim 
Cedar, and to Heav'n reſound his Name. 
ib. For me *twere vanity to make reply, 
ein Auguſtus quarrel I dare die; 
almoſt wiſh the. World might once rebel, 
$: Nat I might reap the Fame your Foes to quell: 
po alteady awe the Nation round, Lees 
et your Nod bow'd' Scepters touch the ground. 
14g. Small are the Thanks I owe the Pow'rs above 
Prall the Nations that beneath me move; 
Perere Maſters ply their early Charge, 


their vex'd Spirits at ſet times enlarge, 
* $ D 2 , Some 


* we 
a 


0 Gloriana, . 


Some few ſhort airy Joys in Fields to find, 
N And for worſe Hardſhip bait the wearied mind ; 
Cf So Heav'n a broad with Conqueſt crowns my War, 
A But wracks my Spirits with domeſtick Jars, | 
4 K 
1 


